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hlttm the fourth. 

? eJ „es. Then art thou ’dfcwd for keeping thy word with the 

Cl »ff. Elfc he had bin damnd forcofening the dwell. 

Toy. But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning , by fonre a 
clocked t!y at Gads hill, there are pilgrims going to Canturbiiry 
with I'M' offerings, and traders riding to London with fat putlcs. 
I haue vizards for you all; you haue horfes for your felues. Gads- 
hili lies to night in kochelier, I haucbefpokefupper to morrow 
uiwht in Euftcheapetwc inay*do it as fccure as fleeptifyou wil go, 
1 vv ill ftuffe your purfcs full of crownes: ifyouwilnot, tarieat 

home and be hangd. 

~Fa/f. Heareyc Yedward , if I farric at home and go not, I le 
hang you for going. 

Po. You will chfips. 

Falf. fM wilt thou make one? 

*Pm. Who, I rob?I a thcefcfnot I by my faith. 

' Faf. Ther's neither honeftie, manhood, nor good fellowfiiip 
$nthee,nor thou cameft not of thcbloudroyall,ifthoudare(lnot 
&uid for ten (hillings. 

Pm. Well fhen,once in my daies Pie be a madcap. 

Folf. Why that’s well faid. 

Trin. Well, come what will, l ie tarrie at home. 

Falf. By the Lord He be a traitour then, when thou art King, 
JL > Trittce . I care not. 

To. Sirlofan,! pretheeleaue thePrincc Seme alone,! wil lay 
him downe fuch rcafons for this aducnture,that he (hall go. 

Fa// Well, God giue thee the fpirit ofpcrfwafion,and him the 
cares of profiting, that what thou fpcakclfmay mouc, and what 
he hears, may be bcleeued,that the true prince may (for recreation 
fake) proue a falfe theefe , for the poore abufes of the time want 
countenance! fare well, you fhall findc me in Eaftcheape. 

“Prut. Farewell the latter fpring, fare well Alhollowne fu miner. 
Toy. Now my good fwcete hony Lord, ride with vs to mor« 
rovU haue a ieaft to exccute,that l cannot mannage alone. Fal- 
* 'Jltte.Hamey.Rofs.ll, and Gadshill ihailrob thofe menthat we 
haue alreaoy way- laid, your felfe & I W1 H not bethere: and when 

fZ nytuuT ,f ^ ‘ !nd 1 d ° D0tr0b * h “ ^ad 
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The Hijiorie of .-, Henry the fourth, 

Trin. How Hi all we part with them in fotting forth? - J _ « w trtuch better then my word I am/ 

To. Why, we w tli let forth before or after the m,andapp 0 ; nt «L 0 muc h fhall l fa fifie mens hopes, 
them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our plcafute to hule;^ V t( j ljkc ^ r ,ght mettall on a fallen gound, 

then will they aduenturc vpon the exploit themielues, which they jvj y rcformafion glittering ore my fault, 

fhall haue no fooner atcbieucd,but weelefct vpon them. /] K W more goodly ,and attraft more eyes 

9rin, Yeajbut fishketh.it they will know vs by our horfes, h, Then that which hathnofoileto fet itoff. 

our habits, and by cuery other appointment to be our felues, - j] e f 0 0 ff C nd, to make offence a skill. 

To. T ut,our horfes they lhall not fee, He tie them in the wood, Redeeming time when men thinkc leaf! I wilL Exit, 

our vizards we will change after we kaue thennand firra,l haue Enter the King, Northumberland, Worcefter, Hot fur. 

cafes ofbuckrom for the nonce, to immaskc our noted outward Sir Walter Blunt, with others. 

garments, Kino My blond hath bene too colde and temperate, 

Trin, Yea, hut \ ^oubt they will be too hard for rs. '5 Vnapf to ftir at theft indignities, 

To. Well, for two of them,] know them to be as true bred cow. And you haue found me, for accordingly 
ards as eucr turnd backe: and for the third.if he fight longer then You tread vpon my patience, but be fure 
he fees reafon,lle forfwearcarmes.Thc vertue of this icaffwillbc I will from henceforth rather be my felfe 
the incomprehenfible lies , that this fame fat rogue will tell vs Mghtie,and to be feard, then thy condition, 
when wee meete at fupper , how thirds at leaft he fought with, Which hath bene fmooth as oyle/oft as vong downc, 
what wards, what bio wcs,what extremities he indured,and in the And therefore loft that title ofrefpcft, 
reproofe of this lyes the icaft, • Which the proud foulc ne’re payes but to the proud. 

Trine c W ell, He go with thee, prouide vs all tilings necefTaric. tVor. Our houfe(my foueraigne Liege) little deferues 

and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheapc , there lie fuppt: The fcourgeof greatnefle to be vfed on it, 
farewell. 

To. Farewell my Lord. Exit Points. 

Prin. 1 know you all, and will a while vphold 
The vnvokt humour of your id lencs, 

Y ct herein will 1 imitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
T o fmothcr vp his bcautie from the world, 

That w hen he pleafe againc to be himfelfe. 

Being wanted he may be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foulc and vgly mifts 
Of vapours that did feeme to ftrangle him, 

3f all they eere were playing holy-d.ties, 

T o fport would be as tedious as to workc; 

But when they feldcme come, they wilht for come. 

And nothing plcafcth but rare accidents: 

So wh n this loofe behauiour I throw oft) 

And pay the debt I neucr protnifed, 









And that fame greatneffe too, which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. North, My Lord, 

s King. W orceftcr.get thee gone, for I do foe 
; Danger, and difobedience in thine eie: 

1 O fit, your prefoncc is too bold and peremptorie, 

And Maieftie might neucr yet endure 
1 v^ C moo ^‘ c bonder of a fcruant brow, 
i v° U ^ aUe 2 00< ^ * C3Ueto leaue vsiwhen we neede 
1 v° ur v ^ e a "d ccunce lfwc ftiall fend for you. Exit TVor. 

; You were about to (pcake. 

TU° rtl3 ' Yca » m y g oc *d Lord. 

ptdoners in your higlmes name demanded. 

Which Harry Percy heercat Holmedon tookc, 
cre,as he faies,not with fuch ftrength denied 
As is dciiuercd to your Maieftie. 

Either enuie therefore, or mifpnfion, 
s S u “dc of this fault, and not my (bnne. 

_ 
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The Hiftorie tf 

Hotfp. My Liege,! did deny no prifonerj, 

But I remember when the fight was done, 

When I was dric with rage, and cxlreame toyle, 
BreathlefFe and faint, leaning vpor. my fword. 

Came there a certainc Lord,ncatc and trimly drcltp 
Frcfh as a bridegroomc,and his chin new rcapt* 

Shewd like a ftubble land at harueft home: 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixt his finger and his thutnbe he held 
A pouncet boxe, which euer and anon 
He gaue his nofe.and took’t away againe: 

Who therc-with angry, when it next came there 
Too kc it in fnuffe,and ftill he fmilde and talkt: 

And as the fouldiours bore dead bodies by. 

He cald them vntaught knaues.vnmanerly, 

To bring a flouenly vnhandfbroc coarfe 
Betwixt the wind and his nobilitie. 

With many holy- day and ladic rearmes 
He queftioned me ; among the reft demanded 
Jily prifonersin your Maicftiesbehalfe. 

I then, all fmarting with my wounds being cold* 

To be fo peftred with a Popingay, 

Gut of my griefc and my impatience 
A nfwered neglcftingly,I know not what, 

He fhould,orhe Ihould not, for he made me mad 
To fee him Chine fo brislce, and fmell fofweete, 

And ralke fo like a waiting gentlewoman, 

Of guns, and drums ,and wounds, God fauethe marker 
And telling me the foueraignft thing on earth, 
WasParaiacitie,for an inward bruife, 

Andthat it was great pitie,fo it was, 

This villanousfaltpeeter Chould be digd 
Out of the bowels of the harmeles earth, 

Which many a good tall fellow had defti oyed 
So cowardly: and but for thefe vile guns. 

He would himfelfc haue bene a fouldiour. 
Thisbaldevnioynted chat of his (roy Lord) 

1 anfwcred in dire ft ly (as I faid) 



Henri et hefturth* 

And I befeech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accufation, ^ 

Betwixt my loue and your high Maieltie. 

Bimt. The circumftance confidered, good my l-ord, 
What e re Hnrry Percit then had (aid 
To fuch a pcrfon,and in fuch a place. 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold* 

May reafonably die,and ncuer rile 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouifo and exception, 

That weat ourowne charge Chall ranCbme ftraight 
His brother in law, the fooliCh Mortimer, 

Who in roy foulehath wilfully betraid 
The hues ofthofe, that he did lead to fight 
Againft the great Magician, damned Glendower, 

Whofe daughter, as we heare , the Earle of March 
Hath lately maried. Shall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeeme a traitour home? 

Shall we buy trealon’and indent with fearcs. 

When they haue loft and forfeited themlelues? 

No, on the barren mountaine let him ftaruc: 

Fori Chall ncuer hold char man my friend. 

Whole tongue lhall aske mefor one penny coft. 

To ranlbme homereuolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Reuolted Mortimer? 

He neuer did fall off, my foueraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of war: to proue that true, 

Needes no more but one tongue:for all thofe wounds* 
f hofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tookc, 

V Vhen on the gentle Seucrns fiedgie banke, 

In nnglc oppofition hand to hand, 

He did confound the heft part of an houre. 

In changing hardiment with great Glendower. 

1 htcc times they breatbd and three times did they drinkc 
Vpon agreement ol fvyift Seuernsfloudj 

V Vho then affighted with their blondielookcs. 



Rani 
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TbeHi&oritof 

Ran fearefully among the trembling rcedcs, 

And hidihis crifpe-head in thehollow banke, 

Bloud Rained with thefe valiant combatants, 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds, 

Norneuer could the noble Mortimer 
Rcceiue fo many, and all willingly? 

Then let not him be flandcrcd with reuolt. 

Ktng. Thou doeft bely him Percy, thou doeft bely him. 
He neuer dicl encounter with Glendowev: 

3 tell thcc he dui lt as wcllhauc met the diucll alone, 

As Owen Glendowcr for an cnemie. 

Art thou notafham’d? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not heareyou fpcake of Mortimer: 

Send me your prifoncrs with the fpeedieft mcanes, 

Or you (hall hearc in fuch a kinde from me 
As will difpleafe you. My Lord Northumberland, 
Welicenccyourdeparture with your fonne, 

Send vs your prifoners,or you will hcare of if. Exit King. 

Hot. And if the diucll come and rore for them, 

3 will not fend them: l will after ftraighc 
And tell him (o, for I will eafe my heart, 

Albeit 1 make a hazard of my head. 

North. What?drunke with cholcr? (lay and paufe a while. 
Here comes your V nclc. Enur Wor. 

Hot. Speakc of Mortimer. 

Zounds I will fpcake ofhimrand let my foulc 
Want mercicjif I do not ioync with him: 

Y en,cn his part lie emptie all thefc veines. 

And fhendmydcarc bloud, drop by drop in the dull. 

But I will lift the downe trod Mortimer 
As high in the avre as this vnthankfull King, 

As this ingrate and canki ed Builingbrooke. 

North. Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad, 

Wor. W ho ftrooke this hcate vp after I was gone? 

Hot, He will forfooth haue all my prifoners, 

And when I vrg'd the ranfome once againc ^ 

Of my wiucs brothcr,then his chceke lookt pale, 
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Harry the fourth. 

And on my face he turn’d an eie of death, 

Trembling etten at the name of Mortimer. 

jVor. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaimd 
Bv Richard that dead is, the next ofbloud? 

'North. He was, I heard the proclamation: 

And then it was, when the vnhappy King, 

( Whofc wrongs in vs God par don)did fet forth 
V pon his Irifh expedition; 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth 
Liuefcandaliz’d and fouly fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclaimemy brother Mortimer 
Heirc to the crownej 

North. He did, my fclfe did hearc it. 

Hot . Nay, then I cannot blame his coofen King,, 

That wifht him on the barren mountaines flame. 

But (hall it be that you that fet the crownc 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man. 

And for his fake weare the detefled blot 
Of murtherous fubornation?fihall it be 
Thatyoua world of curfes vndergo. 

Being the agents, or bafefecond mcanes. 

The cordes,the bidder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon mc,that I defeend (blow. 

To fhew the line and the predicament, 

Wherein you range vndcr this fubtil King. 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe daiev 
Or fill vp chronicles in time to come. 

That men ofyburnobifitie and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 

(As both of you God pardon it, haue done) 

To put downe Richard that fwcetc lonely Rofe, 

And plant this thorne, this canker Builingbrooke? 

And fhall it in more Hi ate e be further fnokrn. 

That you are fool'd, diforded, and fhooke off 
By him, for whom thefc firames ye vnderwent? 



A 



NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.479) UCtclVO 







The Hitt*" of _ 

No yet time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banilht honors, and reftoreyourfelues, 

Into the good thoughts of the world agame: 

Reuenge the leering and difdaind contempt 
Ofthis D proud King, who ftudies day and night 
Toanfwcrc all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloudie payment of your deaths: 

Therefore I fay. 

Wor. Peace coofin,fay no more. 

And now 1 will vndafpe a fccrct booke. 

And to your qaicke concerning difeontents 
lie read you matter deepe and dangerous, 

Asfull of perill and aduenterous fpirit. 

As to o’rewalke a Current roring lowd. 

On the vnftedfaft footing qfafpeare. _ 

Hot. If he fall in,good-night,or nnke oriwim, 

Send dang-er from the Eaftvnto the Weft, 

So honor crofle it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapplctO the bloud moreftirs 
To rowfc a Lyon, than to ftart a Hare. 

north. Imagination offome great exploit 

. Driucs him beyond the bounds of patience. 

By heauen me think s it were an eafie leage, 

To plucke bright honor from the pale-fac d Moone, 

Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 

Where fadome line could ncucr touch the ground. 

And plucke vp drowned honour by the locks. 

So he that doth redeeme her thence might weare tiW 9 

Without corriuall all her dignities: 

. Butoutvponthishalfefactfellowfhip. 

1 Wor. He apprehends a world offigures heere, 

, But not the forme of wbat he fhould attend, 

. Good coofin giue me audience for a while. i 

Hot. I cry you mercy, M 

Wor. Thofe fame noble Scots that are your priloners. 

Hot. lie keepc them all} 
i By God he fhall not haue a Scot of them, 

1 No, if a Scot w ouldfaue his foulc,he (hall not. .. 

^ M| ~j lt ~ 



Hturytbo fourth. 

lie keepe them by this hand. 

Wor. You fyartaway, 

And lend no eare vnto my purpolcs: 

Thofe prifom rsyou fhall keepe. 

H*/ NaY.l will: thats flat: 

He laid he would not ranfome Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer: 

But I wi’l findc him when he lies a ileepe* 

And in his eare He hollo Mortimer: 

Nay.llc haue a darling lhalbc taught to fpeake 

Nothing but Mortimer, and giue it him, 

To keepe his anger dill in motion, 

Wor. Hearevou cooienaword. 

Hot. All (Indies here 1 ioletnnly dene, 

Sauc how to gall and pmch this Bullmgbrooke, 

And that fame (word and buckler Prince of Wales, 

But that 1 thmke his father loues him not, 

And would be glad be mcc with fomc mifchancc: 

I would haue him poifoned with a pot of Ale. 

Won Farewell kintman, He talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor! Why what a wafpe-tongue and impatient foole 
Art thou , to bi cake into this womans rooodc, 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hot , Why loo'eyou,! am whiit and fcourg’d with rods. 
Netted, and flung with pifmr es, when 1 heare 
Ofthnvile poH iten Bulling! rooke. 

In R chards time, what do you call the place? 

A plague vpon it, it is in Glocefterfhirc; 

T was where the mad- cap Duke his vnde kept. 

His vnete Yorke.wherel firft bowed my knee 
VntotbisKingoffniles, this Bullmgbrooke: 

Zblood.when you and he camebackc from Rauenfpurgh. 

Nor. At Barkly c?ftle. Hot. You fay true. 

Why what a candic dcale of curtefie, 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me, 

I-ooke when this infant fortune came to age, 

And gentle Harry Percy,andk»nde coo font 

C 
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Tbe>HiHorie of 

0,the diuell takcfucli coofener.gGod forgmc me. 

Good vncle tell your ta!e, I hnue done. 

TVgy: Nay, if you h auc not, to it againe. 

We will flay yourleifurc. 

Hot: I haue done y faith. 

War: Then once more to your Scottilli prifoncrs, 
Deliuer them vp, without their ranfomc flrait, 

And make the Dowglas fonneyour onely mcane 
for powers in Scotland) which for divers reafbns 
Which I fhall fend you vvrkten.be afTurde 
Wili caf:ly be granted you,my lord. 

Your fenn :in Scotland being thus employed, 

Shail fecredy into thebofomecreepe 
Of that fime noblePrelate welbelu d/ 

The Archbifhcp. 

Hct-Jpnrre Of Yorke y is it not? 

IV or: True, who beares hard 
His brothers death at Briflow the lord Scrocpe: 

I fpeake not this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fetdowne. 

And onely ftayes but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that fhall bring it on. 

Hotjpurre Ifmcllit. Vponmy life it will doe well. 

Nor: Before the game is afoot, thou dill lerfHlip. 

Hotsfttrre Why it cannot choofe but be a noble plot, 
And then the power of Scotland and of York** 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha. 

Wor, And fo thev fhall. 

* 

Kotfyurre In faith it is exceedingly well airticL 

Wor: And tis no little reafon bids vs fpcede, 

T o faue our heads.by railing ofa head: 

For, beare our felucs as etien as we can, 

T he king will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our fellies vnfatisfide, 

T ill he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already, how be doth beginne 
T o make vs Grangers to his lookes cflouc. 




i i i mm — — 

Henry the fourth. 

not. He does,be docs, wecle be reueng’d on him. 

Wor. Coolih, farewell. No furtlier go in tins, 

Then I by letters fhall direct your courfc 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenlys 
He fleale to Glcndowcr,and loe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 

As I will fafoio nit, fhall happily mcete, 

To beare our fortunes in our owne firong armes. 

Which now we hold at much vnccrraintie. 

Nor. Farewell good brotlier,we fhall thriuc.I triilt. 

Hot. Vnclc.adicu: O let the homes be fhort, 

Till fields, and Blowes, and grones applaud our fport, Exeunt. 

Vntcr a Carrier with a lanterne m bis hand. 

I £ar. Heigh ho. An it be net foure by the day, He be bangd, 
Charles wainc is ouer the new chimney , and yet our liorfc not 1^ 
packt- What OPder. 

Oft. Anon, anon. 

I Car. I prethee Tom, beatciitsfaddle.putafcw flocks in the 
point, poor: iade is wrung in the withers, out of all ccfie. 

Enter another Carrier. 

1 Car. Peafc and beancs arc as danke here as a dog , and that 
is the next way to giuc poore iadcs the bots: thislioufeis turned 
vpfide downe fince Robin Ofller died. 

1 Qtor. Poore fellow neucr ioyed fince the price ofoates rofe, 
it was the death of hi n, 

2 Car. I thinke this be the mofi villanous houfe mail Lon- 
don roade for fleas,I am Rung like a tench. 

1 Car. Likeatench ? by ihemafTe thcreisnere akingchri- 
flen could be better bit, then I hauc bene fince the fiiftcockc. 

2 Car.. Why, they will allow vs ncre a iordane, and then we . 
leake in your chimney, and your chamber- lie breedes Ocas like 
a loach. 

■ bif‘ ir ' W hat Ofller, come away, and behangd, come away. W 

Car. I naueagammen of Bacon, and two razes of ginger, 
t‘ : . .Ihiered as far as Charing CrofTc. 

{2?.r. Gods body, theTurkies inmyPanier are quite ftar- 
what Outer? a plague on thee, haft thou neucr an eye in thy 
nead ? canli not heave, and t’were not as good deede as drinke to 
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I 



The Hifterie ef 

breake the pate on thee, I am a verie villaine, come 5c be han>j 
had no faith in thee? 

Enter Gads-htS. 

Cadfbill, Good morrow Carriers, what’s a clocke? 

Car. Ithinkcitbetwoaclockc. 

Gad. 1 prethec lend me thy lanternc, to fc my gelding ip ^ 
liable. 

1 Car. Nay by God (oft , Iknovv atrickeworth twoofthai 
I faith. 

Gad. lprethee lend me thine. 

5 Car. I,when, canft tell? lend me thy lantern e(quoth he) 
marry He fee the hangd firft. 

Gad, Sirra Carrier, what time doe you meane to corns to 
London? 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle , I warrant 
thee. Come neighbour M ugs.wcc le call vp the Gentlemen, thq. 
will along with company,for the y haue great charge. 

Enter Chamberlatne. Exeunt, 

Gad. WhathorChambcrlainc, 

Cham. Atband quoth picke puife. 

gad. That’s cuen as faire.as at hand quoth the Ghamberlaint: 
for thou varied no more from picking of puries, thengiuingdi* 
rcflion.doth from labouringtthoulayeft the plot how. 

Cham. Good morrow matter Gadftull, it holds currantthatl 
told you yefter night , there’s a Franckelin in the wilde of Kent 
hath brought three hundred markes with him in gold , 1 heard 
him tell it to one of his company laft night at fupper , akindeof 
Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too , God knowet 
what, they are vp already, and call for egges and butter, they will 
away prefently. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas darks, Uegiut 
thee this nccke. 

Cham. No,Ilenoncofit, Ipraytheekeepe that for the hang- 
man, for I know thou worshiped Saint Nicholas , as truly asa 
man offalfhood may. 

ga. What talkeft rhouto me of the hangman ? if I ha$g»H« 
make a fat paire ofgallowessforifl hang, old fir lohn hangs with' 
sac, and thou knoweft hec is no ftaruelmg : tut, there are otli t 

T roianf ■ 



JJenrie the fetrth. 

Troian, ibat thou dream'll not of, the which for tporl lake are 
intent lo do the profellion , fome grace, that would (tf ma«et, 
fliouldbelooktinto) for their ownc credit fake make all whole. 
I am iovned with no footcland rakers , no long-ftaffe fixpenme 
ftrikers', none of thefc mad muttachio purple hewd maltworms, 
but with nobili tie,and tranquillity, Burgomafters 5c great Oney- 
ers fuch as can hold in fuch as will ttrike fooner then fpeake, and 
fpeake fooner then drinkc,and di inke fooner then pray, and yet 
(Zounds)I lie, fot they pray continually to their faint the Com. 
mon. wealth, or rather not pray to her, but pray on her, for they 
ride vp and downe on her, and make her their bootes. 

Cham. What, the Common wealth their bootes?will die bold 
out water in foule way? 

Gad. She will, (he will, iuflice hath liquord her : we fteale as in 
a cattle cockfure : wehauethcrcceiteofFerncfeede, wee walke 
inuifible. 

C ham. Nay, by my faith, I thinke you are more beholding** 
ihenightthen to Ferncfeed, for your walking inuifible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand, thou (halt haue a flute in our purchafe 
as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me haue it, as you are a fhlfc theefe. - 
Gad. Go to, homo hz common name to all men:bid the ottler 
bring my gelding out of the ftable,farcwell,ye muddy knaue. 

, ‘ Enter Prince, Poines, and Peto,&c. 

r Poiu. Come fheltcr,{]ielter, I haue remooued FalftalfFs boric,, 
and he frets like a gum’d Veluct, * 

Trin. Stand clofe. Enter Fa/Jlatfe. 

Talf. Poynes.Poynes,and be hangd Poynes. 

-Prince. Peaceye fat-kidneyd rafcall , what a brawling doeft 
thou keepe? ° 

Eatf. What Poynes, Hal? 

•Erin. Hcis walkt vpto the top of the hill, Tie gofeekehim. 

Pal}. J araaceur ft to rob in that theeues compame, the rafcall 
hath rem°oued mv hoi ft, and tycd him I know not whereof I 
^-^Vticfurtherafoote.I (hall breake 
but to die a faire death for all 






_ .. . r “v <U,Q 1 Know not Whereat I 

w c befquirefurtherafootc,I fhall breake 

Z ??r * 'Y* ’ 1 d ? ubr not but to d,c a fa ‘re death for all 

htcom^nTh han f ° 3 f ° r klllin , g fhlU ; °S ue > ^ haue f.rfworne 
ms company hourely any time this xxij. y 
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witclit with the rogues company . If the rafcall haue not giuen 
memcciicines to make me louc him, He be handg . It could not 
be elfe,l haue drunkc medicines, Poynes,Hal,aplague Vpon you 
both. BardollPcto, lie ftarue c’rc lie rob a footc further , aiK J 
t’were notas,goodadeedea$drinke toturnetrueman , and to 
leaue thefe rogucs;I am the verieft vat let that cucr chewed with a 
tooth:eight yeardes ofvneuen ground is threefcore and ten miles 
afootewithme : and the ftonie hearted villaines knowe it well 
iuough , a plague vpon it when theeucs cannot bee true one to 
another. 

They rebifUe. 

Whew, a plague vpon you all , giue me my horfe , you rogues, 
giuc me my horfe and be hangd. 

Trince Peace yefat gut$,liC:down, lay thine eare clofe to the 
ground, and lift if thou can heare the tread of Trauellers. 

Talf. Haue you any leavers to lift me vp againe being downc? 
zbloudile not beare mine owne fiefh fo farre afoote againe, for 
all the coine in thy fathers Exchequer: what a plague meaney* 
to colt me thus? 

Prince Thou lieft,thou art not colted,thou art vncoltcd. 

Talf. I prethce good prince Hal, helpe me to my horfe, good 
kings forme. 

Prince Out you rogue, dial I be your O filer 

Talf Go hang thy felfe in thine owne heire apparant garters: 
ifl be tane, He peach for this : and I haue not Ballads made on 
all,and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup offickc be my poifon:whcn 
jeaft is fo forvvard,and afoote too, I hateir, 

Truer Gadf.hiU. 

Gad. Stand. Talf. So I do againft my will. 

Paine s O tis ourfetter,! know Isis voycei&sj'dc/vvhatncwes? 

Tar: Cafeyee,cafeyee, on with your vizardcs, theres money 
| of the Kings comming downc the hill, tis going to the kings ex* 
, chequer. 

Talf. You lie you rogue, tis going to the kings Taucrne. 

Gad: Theres enough to make vs ail. 

Talf: To bchanged. 

Prince You fourefhallfrontthemin the narrow lane: Ned 




Poinesand I will vvalke lower : iftheyfeape from your encoun- 
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Gad: Some eight, or ten. 

Talf: Zounds, will they not rob vs. 

Vrince Wbatla coward fir Pawnch? 

Talf Indeede I am not Iohn oiGant your grandfather, but yet 

no coward, H*/. f 

® r i„ ce Well weclc leaue that to the proorc. 

Paines Situ lacks, thy horfe ftandes behincie the hedge, when 
thou needft him, there thou (Halt find him:farewel!,& ftand faff 

Talf. Now cannot I (hike him if I mould be hangd. 

Prince Ned, where are our difguifes? 

Poines Here hard by, ftand clofe. , 

Talf Now my maifters, happy man be his dole, fay l.eucry 

man to his bufinefle. Enter theTrauelers 

Trauel: Come neighbor,the boy fhall leaoe our hoi tes down 
the hill.weele walke afoote a while, and eafe our legges. 

Thteues Stand. Trauel. Iefus bkfie vs. 

Falf. Strike, downc with them , cut the villaines throates : a 
horefbn caterpillers ! Bacon-fed knaues , they hate vs youth, 
dovvne with diem, fleece them. 

Trauel: O, we are vndone, both we and ours, for euer. 

Talf: H ang ye got bellied knaues, arc ye vndone? no ye fatte 
chuffcs, I would your ftore were here : on bacons,on,whatyee 
knauesJ young men muft hue, you are grand jurers, are yce3 
weele jure yec yfaith. Exeunt 

Here they rob them, and binde them : Enter 

the Prince and Teines. 

c . Prince The theeucs haue bound the true men : now couldc 
thou and I rob the theeucs, and go merrily to London,it wouide 
be argument for a weeke, laughter for a moneth, and a good jeft 
for eucr. 

Tomes Stand clofe, 1 heare them eomraing. 

Enter the theeues againe. 

Falf: Come my mafters,let vs (bare, and then to horfe before 
day : and the Prince andPoinesbe not twoo arrand cowardes, 
theres no cquitic ftirring , theres no more valour in that Poines; 
than in awildeduckc. 

- V rincs 
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V As they are flaring, the frinct AndV»'m tl 
*P rin . Your money. \ fet vpon them, they adrunnt array, And ft l 
c Fein . Villaines. S ftaijfe after ab/ow or two runs Array totfa 

C. uittg the bootie behtnde them. 

Vrin. Got with much cafe. Now me: rily to horfe: the thceues 
are fcattercd,and pofleft with fcare fo flrongly.that they dare not 
meete each other,cach takes his fellow for an officer, away good 
Ned, Falftalffcfw cares to death, and lards the leane earth as foe 

walkes along: wer’t not for laughing I ffiould pittie him. 

To tries How the rogue roar'd. " Exeunt. 

Int er h'otjpur folus, reading a letter. 

But for mine owne part my Lora , [could be well cent on ted to i tt 
therein reffteSl of the lone I beare your honfe. 

He could be contented, why is lie not then?in the refpe&ofthe 
loue he bcarcs our houfe : heffiewesin this, he loues his ewn e 
barne better then he loues our houfe.Let me fee fome more. 

The purpofe you undertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s certain?, t’ts dangerous to take a cold, to fleepe to 
dnnke.butl tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle danecr 
wc pluckc this flower faferic, b 1 

The purpofe you undertake is dangerous, the fiends yon hauenamei 
vneertatneyhe time it felfe unfitted, and your whole plot too htht hr 
the counterpoyfeoffo great an oppofition, 6 

Say you fo : fay you fo. I fiy vnto you againe.you area (hah 
low cowardly hinde, and you lye : what a lacke-braine is this! by 
thsLordourplot is a good plot, aseuer waslaid, our friends true 
andconftam:a good plot, good frier, ds,& fill ofexpe<ftat.on:.m 
excellent plot very good friends; what a froflie fpirited ro-ueis 
this?why,my f orc * °f Yorkc commends the pfot,and the gene- 
ra courfe of the Artiom Zoundes and I were now by thfs raf- 
calJ, 1 could bratnc him with his Ladies funne . Is there not mV 
ather, my vnde, and my felfe, Lorde Edmund Mortimer, my 
Lord of i orke, and O wen Glendowcr’is there not befides the 
Dowglas? hauc I not al their letters to meere me in armes bv the 
ninth ofthe next month, and are they not fome of them fetfor- 
ward already ? what a pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha, you 
IWce now in very fincerity offeare and cold heart, will bee to 
tnc Jiang, and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could diuide 
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my felfe & go to buffets, for moouing fuch a diffi of skim milke 
with fo honourable an artion. Hang him, Jcchim tell thekmg, 
we are prepared: I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady. 

How now Kate, I mu ft leaue you within thefe two houres? 

Lady O my good Lord.why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A bamfht woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell me,fweet Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomake, plcafiire, and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth/ 

And ftart fb often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft thefrefh bloud in thy chcekes? 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee 
To thickc cyde mufing,and curft melancholy? 

In thy faint {lumbers, I by thee haue watcht, 

And heard thee murmure tales ofyron warres, 

Spcakc tcarmes of mannage to thy bounding fteede. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkc 
Offallies, and ret^es,of trenches, tents, 

Of pallizadocs, fronticrs.parapets, 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin. 

Of prifoners ranfome.and of fouldiers flaine, 

And all the currents of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fb at warre, 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe. 

That beds offweat bauc flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And in thy face ftrangc motions haueappeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath, 

On fome great fodaine hade. O what portents are thefe/ 

Some heauy bulinefle hath my Lord in hand, 

And I rouft know it, elfe.be loues me not. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the packet <rone? 

Ser. He is, my Lord, in houreagoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thoie horfes from the fheriffc? 

* r ' 5:,^ , m y Lor d,he brought cuen now. 

lot. What horfe?a roans? a crop- eare, is it not? 

Ser. Itis,my Lord. 

— 
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Hot. That Roane fhall be my throne. Well, I will backe him 
flraiglit. O Efperance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parkc. 

La. Buthcareyoumy Lord. 

Hot. What faiefl thou mv Lady? 

La, What is it carries you away? 

Hot. Why,my hoi fe(my loue)my horfe. 

La. Out you madhedded ape, a weazcll hath not fuch a <k 3 |j 
of fplecne,as you are toft with . In faith lie knovvc yoXir billing 
Harry, that I will; 1 fearc, my brother Mortimer doth flir about 
Lis title , and hath fent for you to line his enterprife,but ifyou eo, 

Hot. So far a foote,I ihall be weariejoue. 

la. Come, come you Paraquito.anfwer me c!ire£Uy,vntothij 
queftion that I Ihall askesin faith lie break* thy little finger, Hat- 
ry,and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. A way, away you tnffer,loue~ Uoue thee no.t, 

3 care not for thee Kate, thisis no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt wirh lips. 

We mud haue bloudic nofes,and crackt crownes, 

And pafle them currant toorgods me tny hpigjp 
What faift thou Kate? what wouldft thou haue with me? 

La. Do you not loue me?dc you notindeede? 

Well, do notthen ? for finceyou loue menor, (;i 

I will not loue my felfe. Do you not lone me? 

Nay, f ell ir,e,ifyoHfpeakcinieafi,orno. ? 

Hot. Come, wilt ihcu fee hjc ride.?. 

And when I am a horfebreke, ! willfwcare, 
lloue thee infinitely.Bur harkeyou Kate, 

I iTiuft not haue you hcncefcrth, qucftionnie. 

Whither/ go: nor union, where about: 

Whither 1 muft,£muft.and to conclude, 

This euening mu ft 1 ieaue you gentle Kate: 

/know you wife, but yet no farther wife. 

Then Harry Percies wiferconftant you are. 

But yet a woman, and for fecrccy. 

No Lady clofer, for /well beleeue. 

Thou wilt not vtter, what thou doft net know: 

And fo far will / truft thee , gentle Kate. 

La. How/ofarf 



; ■ ■>; ( 
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Hot. Not an inch further:but hearke you Kate, 

Whither 1 go, thtthcD Ihall you goe too: 

Today will I fit forth, to morrow you: 

Will this content you Kate! 

„ Ladj It mu ft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Prince and P oinet. 

Prince Ned.prethee corne out of that fat roome,and lend me 
thy hand to laugh alittlc. 

Pomes Where haft bin Ilal. ? 

Prince With rhrec orfoure logger-heads,amongcft three or 
fourcfcorc hogf-hcads. I haue founded the very bafe firing of 
humihtie. Sirra, I am fworne brother to a leafii of drawers, and 
can call them all by their chriftcn names , as Tom, Dicke, and 
Francisrthcy take it already vpon tlitir faluation, that though I 
be bur prince of Wales, yet I am the king ofeurtefie, and tell me 
flattely I am no prowde Iacke , like Fa/flaffe, but a Corinthian, a 
lad of mettalf , a good boy (by the Lord fo they call mee) and 
when 1 am King of England, I Ihall commaund ail the good lads 
in Easicheape. They call drinking deepe, dying fcarler,and when 
you breathe in your watering, they cry hem , and bid you play it 
off. T o conclude , I am fo good a proficient in one quarter of 
an hotire , that/ can drincke with any Tinkar in his ownc lan- 
guage, during my life. I tell thee Ned , thou haft loft much ho- 
nour that thou wert not with me in this a&ion 5 but fwcct Ned: 
to fweeten which name of Ned, I giuc thee this pemworth offu- 
gar, dapteuen now into my hand, by an vndcr skinker.onethat 
netier fpake other Englilh in his life, than eight /billings and fixe 
pence, and you are welcome, with this flwil addition, anon, anon 
firjskorca pinte of baftard in thehalfe moonc.or fo. ButNed to 
driue away the time till Falslaffe come : /prethee.doe thou ftand 
in fomt by-roomc, while / queftion my puny drawer, to what 
end he gauemethe fugar 3 and doc thou ncucr Ieaue calling; Fran* 
ces that his tale to me may be nothing but, anonc : fteppe afide 
and i!c fihew thcc a prefent. trr » 

P oines Frances. 

P rince Thou art perfeft. 

Pnnce Frances. Enter Draper. ( Kalfe 

Anone anone fiqlookc downe into thtPomeamet,’ 
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Prince Come hither, Frances. Frances My lord. 

Trince How long haft thou to feme, Frances? 

Frances Forfooth fiue yeeres,and as much as to 

c Poinei Frances. 

Frances Anone,anone fir. 

Trince Fiue yeeres, berlady a long leafe for the clincking 0 f 
pewten But Frances, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play theco. 
ward with thy indenture.and fiiew it afairepaire of hecles, and 
runne fro tint, 

Frances O lord fir, ile be fworne vpon all the books in Fm. 
land. I could finde in my heart 

Tomes- Frances. Frances Anonefir. 

Trince How olde arte \hou,Fratices? 

Frances Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I dial be 

Tories Frances. 

Frances Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle my lord. 

Trince Nay but hearke you Frances, for the fugar thou gaueft 
me, fwas a penyworth,waft not? 

Frances O lord, I would it had bin two. 

Trinee I will giue thee for it , a thoufand pound , asketnee 
when thou wilt, and thou (halt haueit. 

Trines Frances Frances Anone, anone. 

Prince Anone Frances .? No Frances, but to morrow Frances. 
or Frances, on thurfeday : orindeede Frances, when thou wilt: 
Bu t Frances. 

Frances My lord. 

Trince Wilt thou robbe this lentherne jerkin,cri flail button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke flocking, caddicegarter, fmoothc 
rongue, Spanilh powch? 

Frances O lord fir, who doe you meant.? 

Trince Why then your browne baftard is your onely drinke: 
for looke you Frances , your white canuafle doublet will fulley. 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Frances What fir.? Pomes Frances. 

Trince Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call.? 
JgWf ere i hey hot h call him, the Drawer fiands amazed, not knewty 
which way togoe. Enter Vintner. 

Ftnt. Whatjftandft thou ftill,and hearft fuch a calling.? looke 

- , i 
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to the shells within. My Lord, old fir Iolin with balfe a douzen 
more, arc at the doore, fhall I let them in? 

Trin. Let them alone a while, and then open the doore: Pomes. 

Poines. Anon, Anon fir. Enter Tomes. 

Trince. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft of the theeuesare at the j 
doore, (hall we be merry? 

"Pei, As merry as Crickets , my lad , but harke ye , what cun- 
ning match hauc you made with this ieft of the Drawer.? come, 
what’s the illuc? 

Trince, I am now of all humors, that haue (hewed themielucs 
humors, fince the olde dayes of goodmanAdam, to thepupill I 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What s a clockc J 
Frances? 

Fran. Anon, anon fir. 

Prin. That euer this fellow fiiould haue fewer wordcs then a j 
Parrat, and yet the fonneof a woman. His indufttieis vpftaires 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a rcckoning.I am 
not yet of Percies minde, theHotfpur of the North, he that kils 
me fome fixe or feauen douzen of Scots at a breakefaft , vvafiies 
his handcs, and fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life , I want 
workc, O my fweet Harry , faies fhe! how many haft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench ( fayes hee) and an- , 
fwers, fome fourtecne, an houre after: a triflic, a trifle. I prethee | 
call in Falftalffe, ile play Percy, and that damndc Bra wne fhall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. Byuo, faies the drunkard : call in 
Ribs, call in T allow. 



Enter Fa/fa/fe. 

Tories. Welcome Iacke, where haft thou beene? 

Falji. A plague of all cowards I fay,and a vengeance too,tnar- 
ry and Amen : giue me a cup of facke bov. E re I leade this life 
iong ile foweneatherftockes, and mend them, andfoote them 
too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke, rosrue, is 
there no vertuc extant? he drinheth. 

• C V r? Ce ' thc ! u ncacrfce Titan kifleadifti of butter, pi. 
n - 
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Falf. You rogue, heeres lime in this facke too, there is nothing 

butrogery to befouiidinVillanous man , yet a coward is worfc 
then a cup offacke with lime in it . A vi'lanous coward, Gothy 
waies old /acke,die when thou wilt, it manhood, good manhood 
be not forgot vpon the face of the earth, then am / a thotten her. 
ring.-thcre lines not three good men vnhangd in England, & one 
of them is fat,aad growes o!d,God helpe the while, a bad world 
J fay,/ would / were a weuuer,/ could ling Pfalmes, or any thing. 
A plague of all cowards,/ fay Hill. 

Prin. How now, Wolfacke, what mutter you ? 

Pal. A kings fonne/if/do not bcate thee out of thy kingdome 
with a dagger of lath, and driue all thy fubiefts afore thee like a 
flockc of wilde gccfe,ile ncuer weare hairc on my face more, you 
Prince of Wales, 

Prin. Why you horefon round-man, what’s the matter/ 

Falsi, Are you not a coward/ anfwere me to that, and Poincs 
there. 

Petit. Zoundes yce fat paunch, and ye call me coward, by the 
Lord, ile flab thee. 

Falsi /call thee cowardc/i’e fee theedamndc ere /call thee 
coward, but / would giue athouland pound, / could runneas 
faff as thou canft, You are firaighc enough in the fhoulders,you 
care not who foes your backe : call you that backing of your 
friends/ a plague vpon fuch backing: giue mec them that will 
face me; giue me a cup offacke./am a rogueif/ dmnketoday, 

P ri. O villaine,thy lips are (carfewip’t fince thou drunkft lafh 
pal ft All’s one for that, Hearinketh. 

A plague of all cowards (fill fay I. 

Prince What’s the matter? 

Falf: Whats the matter?here be foure of vs haue tanc a thou- 
find pound this morning. 

Prince Where is it/ lacke, where is it/ 

Falf. W here is it/ taken from vs it is : a hundred vpon poore 
foure of vs. 

Prince What, a hundred, man/ 

Fal!) /aiuarogue, if/werenotatha!fcfword, with a dozen 
of diem two hourcs together . I haue feaped by myracle. / am 

eight times thruft through the doublet, foure through the hofc, 

' 
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„ Uuckler cut through and through , my fworde hack’t like a 
f y A faw eccefmurn. I ncuer dealt better fince I was a man , all 
^ \A not doe. A plague of all cowards, let them fpeakej if they 
f cake more or lefle then trueth, they are villamcs,and the fonnes 
ofdarkeneffc. 

Gad. Speake, firs, how was it / 

Rofs. Wcfourcfetvponfomcdouzcn^ 
fain, Sixteene/atlcaft, my Lord. 

%ofs. And bound them. 

peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

fal. You rogue , they were bound , eucry man of them ,or i 

1 * amal'ew elfo,and Ebrew lew. . r 

§ R ofs. As we were (haring, fbmc 6 ot 7 .frefh men fot vpon vs. 
Fad- And vnbound the reft, and then come in the other. 
Prince, What, fought ye with them all/ 

T , a in. All? I knowenot what yee call all : but it 1 fought not 
with fiftic of them , I am a bunch of radiftr : if there were not 
two or three and fiftic vpon poore old lacke , thenam I no two 

^ 0 prin, Pray God, you haue not murthcred fomc of them, 
Falfl. Nay , that s'paft pravingjfor, I haue pepper’d two of 
them.Two I am fure 1 haue payed, two rogues in buckrom futex 
I tell thee what, Hal. if I tell thee a lie, fpitte in my face ; call mee 
horfo : thou knoweft my old ward : here Ilay, and thus I bore 
my point* foure rogues in buckrom let driue ar me. 

Prin. What, foure? thou fay d ft but two, euen now. 

Fal. Foure, Hal, /told thee foure, 
c Po. I, /, he faid, foure, 

Fal. Thefe foure came all afront , and maincly thru ft at mec; 
/made no more adoe , but tooke all their fouen points in my tar- 
get, thus, 

Prin, Seuen? why there were but foure, euen now, 

Fal, In Buckrom, 

femes . /, foure, in buckrom Elites. 

Fal, Seuen, by thefe hikes, or /am a villaine clfe, 

“Prin. Prcthee let him alone, we (hallhaite more anon, 

Fal, Docft thou heave me, Hal? 

Prin. I, and matke thee too, lacke. 
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l a/fl. Do fo, for it is worth the liftning to, theft nine in Buc- 
krom, that I told thee of. 

Pm. So, two more already. 

Falfl. Their points being broken, 

'Points. Downe fell his hofe. 

Falsi. Began to giue me groutid:but I followed me cloft,came 
in foot and hand, and with a thought, feuen of the elenen I paid, 

prin. O monftrous/ cleuen buckrom men growne out of two} 

Falsi. But as the diuel! would haue it, three mif-begotten 
knaues, in kcndail greene, came at my backe, and let di iue at me, 
for it was fo datke, Hal, that thou could ft not fee thy hand. 

Prm. Theft Ives are like the father that begets them , grofftas 
amountainc, opcn,pa!pable. Why thou clay-brain’d guts, thou 
knotty-pated foolc , thou horefon obfeene greafie tallow-catch. 

Falsi. What? art thou mad. ? art thou mad. ? is not the trueth the 
tnieth? 

'Prm. VV by , how collid’d thou know thefc men in Kendall 
grccnc, when it was fo darke thou could ft not fee thy hand?come 
tell vs your reafon. What fayeft thou to this? 

Pomes. Come, your reafon, Iackc, your reafon. 

Falsi. What, vpon compulfion ? Zoundcs, and I were at the 
ftrappado, or all the rackes in the world , I would not tell you on 
compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfion? if reafbns were 
as plenty as blacke- berries , 1 would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

Prince. He be no longer guiltie of thisfinne. Thisfanguine 
coward, this bed-preficr, this horfe-backe-breaker, this huge hil 
of flefti.' 

Fal, Zbloud you ftarueling,ycu clfskin,you dried neats- tongue, 
buls-pizzel, you ftockefifh : O for breath to vtter/ what is like 
thee. ? |'you tailers yard, you fhcath, you bowcafe,you vile ftanding 
tucke. 

Prin. Wei, breathe a while, and then to it againe,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfeinbaft compari(bn$,heare me fpeake but this. 

Poynes. Markc, Iacke. 

Prin. We two, few you fourc,ftt onfoure,and bound them, and 
were matters of their wealth: markenow how a plaine tale ftiall 

put you downe : then did weetvvofetonvoufoure,andwitha 



Henry the fourth. 

. j ©utfac’t you from your prize, & haue it,yca,«5c can /hew it 
vou here in the houfe: and FalftaIffe,you carried your guts away 
Is nimbly, with as quick? dexteritic, & roard for mercy, and full 
run and roare,as euer I heard bul-calfe. What aflaue an thou to 
Incite thy fword as thou haft done ? and then fay it was in fight. 
What tricke ? what deuice ? what flatting nolecanft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent frame? 

Pein. Come, lets heare, Iackc, what tricke haft thou now? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. W hy 
heare vou, my matters, was it forme, to kill theheireapparant? 
frculd I turn? vpon the true Prince? why, thou k rap weft l amts 
valiant as Hercules: but, beware inftinft, the Lyon Will not touch 
tbetrucPrince , inftmft is a great matter . I was a coward on 
iaftimft, Iftiallthinkcthc better of mv ftlfe, and thee > du- 
ring my lift; I, for a valiant Lyon, and thou, fora true Prince: 
but, by the Lord,lads, I am glad you haue the money . HoftefTe, 
clap tothedoores, watch to night, pray to morrow , gallants, 
lads, boyes, heartes of gold, all the titles of good fcllowfhippc 
come to you . What, fhall we be metric, ftiall we haue a play ex- 
tempore? 

Prin. Content, and the argument frail bc.tby running away. 

Fal. A,nomoreofthatHal,&thou!oueftme. Enter hojlejle. 

Ho. O lefu, my Lord the Prince/ 

Trin. How now, my Lady the hoftefle, what ftifl thou tome? 

Ho. Marry, my L, there is a noble- man of the court, at doorc 
would fpeake with you : he faies,he comes from your father. 

Prin. Giue him as much, as will make him a royal! man , and 
lend him backe againe to my mother, 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Ho. An old man. 

Fal. What doth grauitie out ofhis bed at midnight ? Shall! 
giue him his anfwerc? 

Prin. Prethee do, Iacke. Fal. Faith, and lie fend him packing. 

Exit. 

Now firs, birlady you fought fairc, fo did you Peto, fo 
1 ‘ ' ° 1 ' Bardol, you are Lyons too , you ran away vpon in ft in 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 

"Bar. Faith, 1 ran when I faw.othcrs runne. 

_ 
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Tr'm, Faith, tell me now in earned, how came F alftalffs fwon) 
fo hackt? 

reto. Why, hee hackt it with his dagger, and faid he would 
fwcare truth out qf England , but hee would make you belecuc 
it was done in ftght,andperfvvadedvs to do thelike. 

(far. Ye.i.and to ticl.lcournofcs with fpeare-grafle , to make 
them bleede , and then to beflubber or r garments with it , and 
fweareit was the blond of true men . 1 did that! did not this ft. 
uen yeerc before,! b'ufht to hea e hit monftrous demfes. 

Pm. O villa’-” .thou dole!! a cup offacke cighteneyettes 
ago,aud wet ' withthc maner,5c euet fince thou haft blu/lit 
extempore, i.ou hadft five and fword on thy fide, andyetthou 
ranft away; what inftinft hadft thou for it? 

Bar. My Lord, do you fee thefe meteors? do you behold thsfc 
exhalations? Prince I do. 

Bar. What chinkeyou they portend? 

Pm. Hotliuers,and coldputfes. 

Bar. C holer, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Inter Falflatjfe. 

Vein. No, if rightly taken, halter. Here comes leane Iacke,her{ 
conics bare- bone; how now my fvveete creature of bumbaftjiow 
long is’t ago,/acke, fince thou faw’ft thine owne knee? 

Fai. My owne knee?when I was about thy yeeres(Hal) /was 
not an Eagles talent in the waftc: I could hauc crept into any Al- 
dermans thumbe rin»:a plague of figbing and griefc,it blowesa 
man vp like a bladder. Ther’s villanous newes abroad, heerc was 
Citlobn Bra\y from your father: von mnft to the court in the mor- 
ning. Thatlfame mad fellow ofthe North, Percy, 5c he ot Walts, 
thatgaue Amamon the baftinado, Semade Lucifer cuckold, and • 
f.vore the diuell his true liegeman vpon the erode of a Welch 
hooke: what a plague calf you him? 

P oines O, Glendowcr. 

Fai. Owen, Owen, the fame, and his fonne in law Morti- 
mer , and olde Northumberland , and the fprightic Scot of 
Scottes, Dowglas, thatrunnes a horfe-backevpa hill perpendi* 
cular. 

Prin. He that rides at highfpeede, and withapiftoilkilksa 
fparrow fly ins 

— ‘ 






Henry the fourth, 

Falf: Youhauthit it. 

Prince So did he neucr the fparrow. 

Falf: Well, that rafcall hath good mettall in him, hee will not 

Prince Why what a rafcall art thou then , to praife him fo for 
running? 

Falf: A horfebacke (vc cuckoe)but afootc lie will not budge 
a footc. 

“Prince Yes Facke, vponinftirrtt. 

Falfl: I grant ye, vpon inftinfl : well, he is thfc^oo, and one 
Mordacke, and a thoufand blew caps more. H'c. cBer'isfl ol'ne. 
away tonight, thy fathers beard is turnd white With the newes, 
you may buy land now as cheapens ftinking mackrcl!. 

Prince Then tis like, if there come a hotc lunc, and this ciuill 
buffeting hold, we ftial buy maidenheads as they buy hobnjiics, 
by the hundreds. 

Falfl: By the made lad, thou faift true, it is like wee lliall haue 
good trading that wayrbut tell me Hal, art not thou hon ibly a- 
feard? thou being heirc apparant, could the world picke thee out 
three fiich enemies again*, as that fiend Dowglas, that fpirit Percy, 
and that diuell Glendowcr? art not thou horribly aft aide ? doth 
not thy bloud thrill at it? 

Prince Not a whityfaith, I lacke Lome of thy inflincl. 

Falfl. V Veil, thou wilt be horribly chidde to morrow when 
thou comraeft to thy father : if thou doc loue me, praftife an an- 
fwer. 

Prince Doe thou ftand for my father, and examine me vpon 
the particulars ofmy life. r 

Falfl: Shall /? content : this chaire ihall be my ftatc, this da** 
ger my feepter, and this ci^hion jrny crowne. ° 

Prince T hy (fate is taken for a ioynd ftoolc, thy golden feep- 
ter for a leaden dagger, and thy pretious rich crowne, for a pitti- 
ruilbalde crowne. r 

Falfl: V Veil , and the fire of grace be not quite out of thee 
now (halt thou be mooued. G.ue mce a cuppe of facke to make 
mine eves lookc redde , that it may bethought / hauc wept 

v°ame mUft P^ 0 "’ and 7 wl11 doe ic » ‘ n 
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‘Prince Wcll.hereismy leg. _ ... 

Falf: And here is my fpeecb,fhnd aGde Nobihtie. 

Ho. O Iefu, this is excellent fport,yfaith. 

Falf: Wcepe not/weet Qneene.for trickling teares arc vaint 
Ho. O the father, how how he holds his countenance? 

Falf: For Gods fake Lords, conucy my truftftill Queen e. 

For teares doe flop the flood- gates of her eyes. 

Hot. O Iefu, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry players, as 

euerlfec. .... . . 

falf. Peace, good pint-pot,pc 2 ce,good tickle- brnine. 

Jdatry, Ido not only marucll, where thou fpendeft thytimei ; 
but attb' how thou art accompanied.For, though the cammomil 
the more it is troden on, the filler it growes : yet youth, the more 
it is wafted the fooner itwcaresithou art my fonne, I hauc partly ■' 
thy mothers word, partly my opinion, but chiefly , a villainous 
triclce of thine tie, and a foolifh hanging of thy neather lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be fonne to mee, heerc lictji the 
point: why, being fonne to me, arte thou fo pointed at? ibali the 
b'.cffcd fonne of heauen prooue a micber , and eatc blacke- bet- 
rics? a queftion not to beaskt. Shall the fonne of England proue 
a thiefe.and take purfes? a queftion to be askt. 1 here is a thing, 
Harry .which thou haft often heard of.anditis knownetomany 
in our land, by the name of pitch. Tins pitch (as antient writers 
doe repoitc) dooth defile: fo dooth the company thoukeepeft: 
for Harry,now 1 donotfpeake to thcein drinke.but in teares, not 
in plcafure.but in paflion", not in words onely , but in woes alfo: 
and yet there is a vertuous man, whom I hauc often noted in thy 

company, but 1 know not his name. 

frince Whatraaner of man, and it like your Maieftie? 
falf. A goodly portly man yfaitb,and a corpulent.ofa cheer- 
full look, a pleafing eic, and a rood noble carnage, and as I think, 
his age foinc fifty, or birlady, inclining to three lcore, and now 1 
remember me,his nameis Fa/ftalfe : if that man fliould be lewd- 
ly <nuen,he deceiues me. For 'Harry, I fee vertuc in his lookes : i^ 
thfn the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree} 
then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is vertuc in that FalMlf, 
him keepe with, the reft baniffi :• and tel me now, thou naughtic 

va'lct.teh' me, where haft thou bin this month? 





Hettrie the fourth. 

•py'utce Doft thott fpeake like a king? do thou ftand for mee, 

^ii/^^Depofc'mc }• if thou doft it halfe fo grauely/o maiefti- 
cally both in worde and matter , hang mee vp by the hccles for a 
rabbet fucker, or aPoulters Hare. 

Prince Well, hcere lam fer. 

Ialft. And here I ftand, iudgc,my raafters. 

Fmce Now, Harry, whence come you? 

Falf. My noble Lord, from Eaftcheape. 

Trince The complaints I hcare of thee, arc gricuous. 

Fal/l Zblood my Lord, they are falfe: nay.ile tickle yee for a 

yong Prince Ifaith. . ' f , , , , 

prince Swcareft thou, vngractous boy? henceforth ne re lookc 
on me. thou art violently carried away from grace , there is a di- 
uell haunts thee, in the likenelTe of an old fat man , a tun of man 
is thy companion: why doft thou conuerfe with that trunckc of 
humours, that boulting hutch of beaftlincfFe, that fwolnc parccll 
of dropfies, that huge bombard of facke.that ftuft cloake- bag of 
guts, that rolled Manningtrcc Oxc with the pudding in his bel- 
ly, that rcucrenr vice , that gray iniquitie , that father ruffian , that 
vanitie in yecres , wherein is he good? but to taftc (ackc 8c drinkc 
it? whereinneat 8c cleanly, but to carue a capon & cat it? where- 
in cunning, but in craft? wherein craftic , but in villanie? wherein 
villanou$,bntin all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 

Fain. I would your grace would take mee with you , whom 
meanes your grace? 

Prince That villanous abhominablc mifleader of youth: Fal- 
ftalffe, that old white bearded Sathan. 

Pal. My Lord, the man I know. 

Prince I know thou doe ft. 

Fa!. But to fay , I know more harme in him then in tr.y felfe, 
were to fay more then I know:that hce is olde, the more the pit- 
tie, his white haires doe witnefleit : but that he is,fauingyour re- 
ference, a whoremafter,that I vtterly deny : if facke and fugar be 
afau!t,Godhelpethewickcd:if to be old and merry beafinne, 
the many an old hoft that 1 know, is damn’d :if to be fat, be to be 
hated, the Pharaos leanekine are to be loued. No, my good lord, 
baniffiPeto , baniffi Bardol , baniffi Poines, but for fweet/acke 
E-a. 
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Falftalffe , kindc /acke Falftalffe , true /acke Falftalffe , v aliant 
/acke Falftalffe, and therefore more valiant , being as hec, is o!de 
/acke Falftalffe, banifh not him thy Harries company, banilh 
not him thy Harries company ; banifti plu mpe /acke, and bani(h 
all the world. 

Prince /, do, /will. Enter Bar doll running. 

'Bar. O , my Lord , my Lord, the Sherife, with a ir.oft mon. 
ftrous watch , is at the doore. . 

Pal. Out you rogue, pLy out the play: /hauc mi:ch tofayia 
the bchalfe of that Falftalffe, 



ipi; 

: 

kill, 



ilk 






I 



Enter the Be (left. 

Hof! O /efu, tnv Lord, mvfcord! 

Prince Heigh , heigh , the diuell rides vpon a fiddle fticke, 
what’s the matter? 

Ho. The Sherife and all the watch are at the doore , they are 
come to fcarch the houfe, fhall / let them inf 

Fa l. Doeft thou hcare, Hal? neucr call a true piece of golds 
counteifct, thou art cffeHtially made, without Teeming to, 

Prince And thou, a naturall coward without inftinff, 

Tal. /deny your Maior, if you will deny the Sherife, fo,ifnot, 
let him enur, if l become not a Cart as wellas another man , a 
plague on my bringing vp : / hope / fhall as foone bee ftranglcd 
with a halter as another. 

Trin, Goe, hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft walkc vp a- 
bouc:now my mafters, for a true face and good confidence. 

Tal. Both which I haue had , but their date is out, and there- 
fore ile hide me. 

Trin, C all in the Sherife, 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier, 

Trin. Now matter Sherife, what is your will with me? 

She. Firft, pardon me, my Lord, A hue and cry hath follow- 
ed certainc men vnto this houfe. 

. Prin. What men/ 

Sher, One of them is well knowne , my gracious Lordc , a 
groffefat man. 

Car. As fat, as butter, 

Prin, The man, I doe allure you,is not here, 

For /myfelfeat this time haue imployd him: 

■i — 



■i 



Henry the fourth. 

And Sherife, /will ingage my word to thcc. 

That / will by to morrow dinner time, 

Send him to anfwerc thee or any man, 

For any thing he fhall be charg’d withal!, 

And fo let me in treat you leaue the houfe. 

Sher. /will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen 
Haue, in this robbery, loft ^oO.markes, 

Prin. It may befo ; if he hauerob’d thefe men, 

He fhall be anfvverable.* and fo farewell, 

Sher. Good night, my noble Lord, 

Trin, I thinkeitisgodmorrow,isitnot? 

Sher. Indeed,myLord,/thinkeitbetwoaclocke, Exit. 
Prince This oylie rafcall is knowne as well as Poules : goe call 
him forth. 

Peto Falftalfe/ fall afleepe behinde the Arras , and Ihorting 
like a horlc. 

Prince Harke,how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets. 

He Jearcheth hit pocket, and fmdeth cert nine papers. 

Prince What haft thou found/ 

Peto Nothing but papers, my lord. 

Prince Lets fee what they be: reade them. r 

Item, acapon ' 2,s.ii,cl, 

Item, fawce iiii.d. 

Item, facke, two gallons v.s.viii.d. 

Item, anchaues and facke after (upper xs.vi.d. 

/tern, bread oI>. 

O monftrous! but one halfe peniworth of bread to this into- 
lerable deale offacke? what there iselfe,keepeclofe,wce!e reade 
it at more aduantage:therc let him fleepe till day; ile to the court 
in the morning. We muft all to the warrcs,and thy place fhalbc 
honorable, /le procure this fat rogue a charge of fbote , and I 
know his death will be a march of tvvelue fcore; theinoncy ftial 
be pay d backe againe with aduantage',bc with me betimes in the 
morning, and fo good morrow Peto. 

Veto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotfpur,iVorcefler,Lord Mortimer t 

Often Glendotfer. ' 

TAor. Thefe promifes are faire, the parties fure. 



3 









And 
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And our induction full of profpcrous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, & coolin Glendower wil you fit downe? 
and vnde Worcefter, a plague vpon it, I hauc forgot the map. 

Glendo. No, here it is, fit Coofen Picrcie , fit good Coofen 
Hotfpur.for by that name.as oft as Lancafter doth fpeake ofyou, 
his cheekc lookes pale, and with a riling figb he wiihcth you i n 
hcauen. 

Hot. And you in hell, as oft as he heares Owen Glendower 
fpoke of. 

Glen. I cannot blame him; at my natiuitie 
The front ofheauen was full of ficrie lhapes 
Of burning creircts,and at my birth 
The frame and foundation of the earth 
Shaked hke a coward. 

Hotf. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon, if your 
mothers cat had but kittened , though yourfelfe had neuer bene 
borne. 

Glen. I fay, the earth did (bake when / was borne. 

Hotjp, And / lay, the earth was not of my mind, 
if youfuppofe, as fearing you, it fhooke, 

Glen. The heartens were all on fire, the earth did tremble. 

Hotjp, Oh ! then the earth fhooke tofee the heauensenfire, 
And notin feare of your natiuitie. 

Difcafed nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrange eruptions, oft the teeming earth 
3s with akindeofcollickepinchtand vext, 

By the imptifoning of vnruly winde 

Within her wombe, which for inlargemcnt ftriuing, 

Shakes the old Beldame eanh,and topples downe 
Steeples and molTegrovvcn Towers. At your birth 
Our Grandam earth, hauingthis diflempcrature. 

In paffion fhooke. 

Glen. Coofen, ofmany men 
I do not bearc thefe crofiingtgiue me leaue 
To tell you once againe,that at my birth 
The front ofheauen was full of fierie fiiapes., 

The goates ran from the mountaines.and the Heards 
Were ft rangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 






Thefe 



Hew] the fourth* 

Thefe fie;nes haue markt me extra ordinarte. 

And all the courles of my life do ftiew, 

I am not m the rolle of common men : 

Where is he lining, dipt in wttlyhe fea, 

That chides the bancks ot England, Scotland, Wales, 

Which calls me pepHl, or hath read to me? 

And bring him out, that is but womans fonne. 

Can trace mein the tedious waics of Art, 

And hold me pace, in deepe experiments. 

Hot. lthmke, there’s no man fpeatces better Wclfii ; 

Peace coofen Percy, you will make him mad. 

Glen. 1 can call (pints from thevafty deepe. 

Hot. Why,fcrcaiT r , or fo can a ny man : 

But will they come, when you-do call for them? 

Glen- Why, l can teach you coofen ,to command the deni!!. 

Hot. And I can teach thee,ccofe.to fbattie the dec, ill, 

Bv tcllm 2 ; truth, Tell truth and fhamethe dmell: 

/f thou haue power to ra te him, bring him hither, 

And (lebef.vo. ne, / haue power to (harae him hence: 

Oh while vou hue.tellt uth and fhame the deuill. 

Tilor. Come,co’Tie,nomoreofthisvnprofitable chat. 

Glen, Three times hath Henry Builingbrooke madehead 
Againft my power, thrice from the bancks ot Wye, 

And fandy bottornd Sen erne haue 1 fent him 
Booties home, and weather beaten backe. 

Hot. Home without bootes, and in fowle weather too.? 
How fcapes he agues, in the diuels name? 

Glen, Come, here is the map.fhall we deuide our right. 
According to our threefold order tane.? 

Mor; Th“ Arch-deacon hath d&iidedit 
Into threclunits, very equally: 

England from T rent, and Seuerne hitherto, 

By South and Eafl, is to my part affignd: 

All Veftward, Wales beyond the Seuerne fhore, 

And all the ferule land within that bound. 

To Owen G!endower:and deare coofe.tovou, 

1 he remnant North ward, lying off from T rent. 










At 
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And our indentures tripartite arc drawne. 

Which being fealed enterchangeably, 

(A bufineffe that this night may execute:) 

T o morrow, coofen Percy,)’ on and I, 

And my good Lord of Worcefter, will fet forth; 

To meetyourfather.and the Scottifh power, 

As is appointed vj, at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor fhall we neede his helpe thefe fourteene daiesr 
Within that fpace.you may haue drawne together 
Your tenantsifiiends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 

Glen. A fhorter time fhall fend me to you, Lords, 

And in my conduft fhall your Ladies come. 

From whome you no w mufi fteale, and take no leaue, 

For there will be a world of water fhed, 

V pon the parting ofyour wiues and you. 

Hot. Me thinks, my moity North from Burton here. 

In quantise equals not one of yours: 

See, how thisriuer comes me cranking in. 

And cuts me from the bell of all my land, 

A huge halfe Moone,a monftrousfcantle out: 
lie haue the current in this place damd vp, 

And here thcfmug and filuer Trent fhall runne 
In anew channel!, faire and euenly. 

It fhall not wind, with fuch a deepe indent, 

To rob me of fo rich a bottome here. 

Not wind?it (hall, it muff, you fee it doth. 

"Mor. Yea, but marke, how he beares his conrfc, and runs roe 
vp, with like aduantage on the other fide, gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much, as on the other fide, it takes from you. 

Wor. Yca.but a little charge will trench him here, 

And on this Northfide,win this cape ofland, 

And then he runs ftraighf,and euen. 

Hot. I le hau e it fo,a little charge will do it. 

Glen. Ilenothaueitaltred. 

Hot. Will not you? 

CUn. No, nor you fhall not. 

Hot. Who fhall fay me nay? 







Remy the fourth, 

Glen. Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let menot vndci (land you thcn,fpeakc it in Wcllh. 

Ny7«>. Icanfpeake Englifh.Lord.as wellas you, 

For,I was traind vp in the Engliih Court, 

Where, being but yong, I framed to the harpe 
Many an Englifh dittic.louely well, 

And gaue the tongue a helpcfull ornament: 

A vcrtue.that was neuer fecne in you. 

Hot. Marry.and I am glad of it, with all my heart, 

J had rather be a kitten and cry mew, 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet- mongers: 

Iliad rather heare a brafencanfticke turnd. 

Or a dry whecle grate on the axle- tree, 

And that would fet my teeth nothing on edge. 

Nothing fo much as minfing Poetry: 

T’islike tbeforc’tgateofa fhufflingnag. 

Glen. Come, you fhall haue T rent turnd. 

Hot. I do not care, lie giue thrice fo much land 
To any well deferuing friend: , 

Butin the way of bargaine, marke yeme: 
llecauillonthe ninth part of a haire. 

Are the indentures drawne? fhall we be gone. 7 

Glen. The Moonc fhines faire, you may away by night; 
fie Haft the writer, and withal), 

Brcake with your wiues, ofyour departure hence, 

I am a ffaid iny daughter will run mad, 

So much ihc doteth on her Mortimer. Exit. 

Mor. Fie,coofcn Percy,ho w you crofTe my father. 

Hot. I cannot chufe,fomctime he angers me 
With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies: 

And, of a Dragon and a finleffe fifh, 

A dip-wingd Griffin and a moulten Rauen, 

A couching Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale of skimblc skamble ftuffc. 

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, 
ne held melaft night, at lcaft,nine houres, 

" reckoning vp ^thc feu trail dtucls names 
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That were hislackicsil cried hum, and well, go to, 

But mar kt him not a word, O, he is as tedious 
As a tyred hoi fe, a railing wife, 

Worfe then a finoky houfe. I had rather line 
With cheefeand garlikein a Windmill far, 

Then feedeon cates,and baue him talke to me. 

In any fummer houfe in Chriftcndome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealemcnts,valiantas a Lyon, 

And wondrous affable; sndasbountifull 
As mines of/ndia:fhall fteliycu.coofcn, 

He holds your temper in a high refpett, 

And curbs himfelfe.euen of his naturall fcope, 

When you come crofTe his humour, faith he does! 

/warrant you, that man is not aliue, 

Mightfo haue tempted him, asyouhauedone. 

Without the talle of danger and reproofe: 

But do not vfe it oft, let me inttj at you. 

IVor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, . 

And linccyour camming hither haue done enough . 

To put him quite befides his patience: 

You mu ft needes learne,Lord,to amend this fault, 

Though fometimes it t"hew greatnefTc, courage, blood, 

And that s the deareft grace it renders you : 

Yctofter. times rt doth prefent h%rfh rage, 

Defeff ofmanerSjWantofgouernment, 
Pnde.hautinefTc.opinion, and difdaine. 

The leaft of which, hanting a nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts, and 1 aues behinde a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. ' - 

Hot, Well,/ am fchoold, good manners be your fpeede, * 
Here*omc your wiucs,and let vs take our leant, 

Enter Cjlendovper with the Lkcties, 

Mor, This is the deadly fpight that angers me. 

My wife can fpcake no Eglifh,/no welfh. 

Cjlen, My daughter weepes, fhee’Ie not part with you, 
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Henry the fourth. 

Sh S.ctaSlk“ my Aura Percy 

him in the fame, 

A one that no perfwafion can dee 

good vpon. Lady fpeak.es in Wetlb. 

Mor. Ivnderftand thy lookes, that prettic Welfh, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefe fuelling heauens, 

I am too perfeft in.and but for fhame 
In fuch a parley lhoiild I anfwere thee. 

The Lady in Welfh. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy kiftes,and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling deputation: 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

Till I haue learn’d thy language, for thy tongue 
Makes Welfh asfweete as ditties highly pend, 

Sunt? by a Lire Qu cenc > n a fu,mners bowre. 

With rauifhing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen, Nay,V you melt, then will fhe runne mad, 

* The Lady fpeakes agaitte inyVelJh. 

Mor. O, I am ignorance it felfe in this. 

Glen. Sh. bids you on the wanton rufhes lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And fhe will ling the fang that pleafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crovvne the God of fleepe, 

Charmingyour bloud with pleafingheauinefle. 

Making fuch difference twixt wake andfleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night, 

Thehoure before the heauen’v harneft tceme 
Begins his golden progteilt n thcEaft. 

Mor. With all my heart, 11 fit and heare her fing, 

By that time will our ho nice * hmke be drawne, 

Glen. Dofb,andtho< v.Mi (i ions th t fhali play to you, 

Hang in the ayre a rho fd'idle t r u<s from hence, 

And ftra ght thev (hall be he; c.ii; and attend. 

— r Hot. 
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Net. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying do wnes 
Come, quickc,quickc, that / may lay my head in thy lap. 

La. Go, ye giddy goofe, 

T he tnujteke playes. 

Hot. Now, /percciue the diuell vndcrftands Welfli, 

And t is no maruell he is Co humorous, 

Birlady he is a good muficion. 

La. Then ("hould you be nothing but muficaH, 

For you are altogether gouerned by humours : 

Lie ftill, yc tlncfe.and heare the Lady fing in Welfli. 

Hot, ] had rather heare, lady, my brache ho'wlc in /rifh. 
La. Would ft haue thy head broken. 13 
list. No. 

La, Then be ftill. 

Het. Neither, t’is a womans fault. 

La. Now God helpe thee. 

Hot. To the welfli Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that; 

Hot, Peace, flie fings. 

Here the Ladte pngs a veeljh Song 
Hot. Come, ile haue your fong to. 

La. Not mine in good (both. 

Hot. Not yours in good footh;Hart,you fweare like a comfit- 

not )’ ou in g° od footh , and as true as I line, and as 
God Lnall mend me, and as lure as day: 

And giueft fuch farcenet fiiretie for thy oathes. 

As if thou ncucr walk ’ft further then Finsburic. 

Sweare me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leaue,in (both, 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger bread, 

To veluct gards, and Sunday Citizens. 

Come, fing. 

La. 1 will not fing. 

^ neXt way to turtle taylcr,or be redbreft teachert 
eand theindenturesbc drawne, ile away within thefe two houres, 
and fo come in when ye will. Exit. 

Glen, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow. 

As Hot. Lord Percy, is on fire to go: 








Henry the fourth. 

By this, our booke is drawne, wedc but ftale. 

And then to horfc immediatly* 

Mor. With all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter the King , Prince of Wales .and others. 

King. Lords giue vs leauc, the Prince of Wales and I 
Muft haue fomc priuate conference, but be ncere at hand. 
For we (hall prefently haue neede of you, exeunt Lords . 

I know not whether God will haue it fo. 

For fomc difpleafingferuice/ haue done. 

That in his fccrct doorne, out of my blood, 

Hee’lc breed reuengement and a fcourge for me.- 
But thou doft in the palTages of life. 

Make me beleeuc that thou art oncly mark’t. 

For the hot vengeance, and the rod of heauen, 

Topunifh my miftreadings. Tell mcclfe. 

Could fuch inordinate and low defircs. 

Such poore. fuch bare, fuch lewd,’ fuch meane attempts, 
Such barren pleafures, rude focietie. 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatnefle of thy blood, 

And hold their leuell with thy princely heart? 

frin. So pleafe your Maicftie, /would /could 
Quit-alloffences with as cleareexcufe. 

As well as I am doubtleflc / can purge 
My felfcof many /am charg’d. withall: 

Yetfuch extenuation let me beg,. , 

Asinreproofeof many talcs deuifde. 

Which oft the eare of greatnefle needcs muft hear* 

By finding pick-thanks and bafe newes-moneers, 

I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 

Finde pardon, on my true fubmifiion. 

King. God pardon thee, yet let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy affeftions, which do hold a wing 
Quite frow the flight of all thy aunceftors, 

T hy place in counfell thou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yongcr brother is fupplide, 

And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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Of all the Court and Piinces of my bloud, 

The hope and expedition of thy time 
Is ruin’d, and the foulc of euery man 
Prophetically do fbiethinke thy folk 
Had I fo lautfk of my prefence bene; 

So common hackneid in the eyes of men, 

So ftale and cheap* to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpc me to thecrowne, 

Had dill kept loyall ro poflvffion, 

And left me in repucelcilc banishment, 

A fellow of no markenorlikclihoode. 

By being fcldomefecne,! could not ftirre. 

But like a Comet, /was wondredat, 

That men would tell their children. This is he: 
Others would fay, Where, which is Buihngbrocke? 
And then I ftole all curtefie from heauen, 

And dreft my fclfc in fuch humilitie, 

That/did pluckeallegeance from mens hearts, 
Loud Shouts ; and Mutations from their mouthes, 
Euen in the.prcfcncc of the crowi ied King. 

Thus did 1 keepe my per, on frefh and new, 
JVlyprefeRcelikea robe pontifical!,- 
Ne’re feene, but wondred ar } and fo my (late 
Seldomc 3 but fivmptuous, (hewed like a fcaft. 

And wan by rarcneffefuchfolemnitie. 

The skipping King, he ambled vp and down*, 
With (hallow ieafters,and rafh bauin wit<, 

Soonc kindled, and foonc burnt, carded his fiate. 
Mingled his royaltie with'carping foolcs, 

Had hisgreatiumeprophancd with their fcornes, 
And gauc his countenance agninlt his nnme 
T o laugh at gibing boyes,and (land rhe pufh 
Ofeucfy bcardleflc vaine comparatiue. 

Grew a companion to the common ftreetes, 
Enfeoft himfeife topcpularitie, 

That being dayly fwallowcd by mens eyes, 

They iurfetted with hony,and began to ioath 
The cade of fwceieneffe ; w hereof a little 
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Henry the fourth. 

More tlien a little, is by much too much. 

So when he had occafion ro be feene, 4| 

He was. but as the Cuckow is in June, 

Kvifenot regarded : feene, but with fuch eyes 
Aslroce and blunted with coromumtie, 

Affoord no extraordinaric gaze. 

Such as is bent on Sun-like Maicftie, 

When it foines feldomc in admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd, and hung their eye-lids downe, 
Sieptin his face, and rendred fuch afpeft 
As cloudy men vfe to doe to their aduerlarics, 

Being with his prefence glutted, gorg’d, andjfull. ' 
And in that very line, Harry, ftandeft thou, 

For, thou haft loft thy princely priuiledge, 

With vile participation. Notan eye, 

But is aweary of thy common fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defired to lee thee more, 
Which now doth that I would not haue it doe, 
Makeblinde it felfe with foolilh tenderneffe. 

7m. I fh all hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my felfe. King. For all the world, 

As thou art to this houre, was Richard then. 

When I from France let foot at Rauenfpurgh, 

And euen as I was then, is Percy now: 

Now, by ray feepter , and my foulc to boote, 

He hath more worthy in tcreft to the ftate. 

Then thou, the lhadow of fucceflion. 

For of no right, nor colour like fo right. 

He doth fillfieides with harneffein the Realme, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed iawes. 

And being no more in debt to yeercs, then thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reuerend Bifhops or 
To bloody battels, and to broiling armes. 

What neuer dying honour hath he got, 

Againft renown Dowglas? Whofe high deeds, 
hole hot incurfions, and great name in avmes, 

0 dsfrom allfouldicr: chiefs maioritie, 

And militaric title capitall 
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The HiHorie of 

Through all the kingdomesthat acknowledge Chrift. 
Thrice hath this Hodpur Mars in fwathhng clothes, 
This infant warrier,m his enterprifes, 

Pifcorofited great Douglas, tane him once, 

Enlarged him,and made africnd of him, 

To fill the mouth of deepc defiance vp. 

And Crake the peace and fife tie of our throne. 

And what fay you to tins? Percy , Not thumbcrland, 

The Archbifhops grace of Yorke, Douglas, Mortimer. 
Capitulate againft vs,and are vp. 

But, wherefore do 1 tell thefe newes to thee.? 
Why,Harry,do I tell thee of nty foes, 

Which art my ncereft and dearc ft enemy ? 

Thou that art like enough, through vaff.llfeai e, 

Bafe inclination, and the ftart ef fpleene, 

To fight againft me,vndcr Percies pay, 

To dog his hecles.and curtfie at his frowncs, 

To fhew.how much thou art degenerate. 

•Prin, Do not thinkefb,you fhall notfindcitfo. 

And God forgiue them, that fo much haue fwayd 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me. 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head. 

And, in the dofing offome glorious day. 

Be bold to tell you that I am your fonne, 

When I will wearc a garment all ofbloud. 

And ftaine my fauors in a bloudie fnaske. 

Which wafht away, fhall fcourc my fhame with it. 
And that fhall be the day, when c’re it lights. 

That this fame child of honour and renowne* 

This gallant Hotfpur,this all praifed knight, 

And your vnthought of Harry .chance to meetc,. 

For euery honor, fitting on his heltnc, 

Would they were imiltkudes,and on my head 
My fhames redoubled. For the time Will come 
That /fhall make this Northren youth exchange 
His glorious deedes, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my fad or.good my Lord, 

To engrofiemy glorious deeds on my behalfe* 

- • 




Henry the fourth. 

And I will call him to fo (drift account, 

That he fhall render euery glory vp. 

Yea euen the fleighteft worlhip of his time, 

Or 1 will tcare the reckoning from his heart. 

This in the name of God.l promife here. 

The which, if he be pleafd,l fhall performer 
I do befeech your Maicftic may falue 
The lon^ growne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not.the end of life cancels all bands, 

And I will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

E’re breake the fmalleft parcell of this vow. _ 

Kine. A hundred thoufand rebels diem this, 

Thou (halt haue charge, and foueraigne cruft herein. 
How now good BlunPthy lookes are full offpecd. 

Enter Blunt . 

Blunt. So hath the bufines,that I come to fpeakc of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 

That Douglas and the Englilh rebels met. 

The eleuenth of this moneth, at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty, and afearcfull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on euery hand,) 

As euer offred foule play in aftate. 

King. The Earle of Weftmerland fet forth to day, 
With him my fonne, Lord Iohnof Lancafter, 

For this aduertifement is flue daies old, 

On Wedncfday next,Harry,thou flial t fet forward. 

On Thurfday,we ourfelues will march. Our meeting 
/s Bridgenorth,and Harry, you fhall march 
Through Glocefterfhire,by which account, 
Ourbufines valuedfome twcluc daies hence. 

Our generall forces, at Bridgcnorth fhall meete: 

Our hands are full of bufines, let’s away, 

Aduantagc feedes him fat, while men delay. 

Enter Falftxlffe and Bar doll. 



Exeunt. 
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me, nice an olde Ladies loofe gowne . I.am withered like an olde 
a pplc Iohn . Well, lie repent, and that fttddcnly, while 1 am in 
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fomc liking , I (hall be out of heart fhortly, and then I fhallhaue 
no ftrength to repent. And /hauc not forgotten what the infide 
of a Church is made of, / am a peppercorne, a brewers horfe,the 
infide of a Church, Company, villanous company hath bene the 
fpoile of me. 

“Bar. Sir Iohn,you are fo fretfull.you cannot Hue long. 

Fat Why, there is it,come,fingme a bawdic fong, make me 
merry ♦ 1 was as vertuoufly gitien , as a gentleman needeto bee, 
vcrtuoits enough, fwore little, die t not aboue feuen times a week, 
wentto a bawdy houfe not aboue once in a quarter of an houre, 
paid mony that {borrowed three or foure times, liuedwell, and 
in good compafie, and now/ hue out of all order , outofall 
co or pa fie. . 

Bar. Why, you are fo fat, fir 7 ohn,that you muft needcs be out 
of all compafie:out ofall reafonable compaflc,fir /ohn. 

Fat. Do thou amend thy face, and /le amend my life: thou art 
our Admirall,thoubeareft the lanternein thepoope , butt’isin 
thenofeof thec:thou art the knight of the burning lampc. 

Bar. Why, fir /ohn, my face does you no harnie. 

Fa l. No, lie be fworne , I make as good vfe of it , as many a 
man doth of a deaths head , or a memento mori . I neuer fee thy 
face, but/thinke vpon hell fire, andDiues that lined in Purple: 
for there he is in his robes burning,burning.If thou wert any way 
giuen to vertue, /would fwcare by thy facetmy othe fhould bee, 
By this fire, thats Gods Angel . But thou art altogether giuen 
ouer : and wert indeede, but for the light in thy face, the fonneof 
vtterdarkenefie. Whenthouranft vp Gads hill in the night, to 
catch my horfe,if I did not thinkc that thou hadtt bin anignhfa- 
tutu, or a ball of wildc-fire, there’s no purchafe in rnony. O, thou 
art a perpetuall triumph, an cucrlafting bone-fire light, thou baft 
failed me athoufandMarkes in Link 's and Torches, walking 
with thee in the night, betwixt Tauerne andTauerne. butthe 
facke that thou haft drunkc me, would haue bought me lightsas 
good cheapest the deareft Chandlers in Europe.! haue maintai- 
ned that Salamander ofyours, with fire, any time this two & thir- 
ty yeercsrGod reward me for it. 

Bar. Zbloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fa/, Godamercy.fo fhould /be fure to be heart- burnt. 

How 
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Flenrie the fourth. 

How now, damePartlct the hen, haue you enquir’d 
vet who pickt my pocket/ Biter ho B. 

' why fir Io hn,what do you thinke.fir /ohn?do you think 

rkeepetheeues in my houfe / 7hauefearcht, lhaueenquired.fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruant by feruant: 
the tight of a haite was neuer loft in my houfe before, 

Faf. Yelie, Hoftcfle, Bardoll was fhau’dandloftmanya 
haire: and /le be fworne, my pocket was pickt : go to, you are a 

woman, go. 

Hof, Who /?No,/defiethee: Gods light, I was neuer cal’dfo 
in mine owne houfe before. 

Falf. Goto,l know you well inough, 

Hof. No, fir Iobn,you do not know me, fir /ohn: I know you 
fir Iohn,you owe me mony, fir Iohn,and now you pickea quar- 
rell to beguile me ofit : /bought youadozen offhirts to your 
backe, 

Falf, Doulas, filthy doulas . /haue giuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues,they haue made boulters of them. 

Hof. Now as 7am a true woman, holland ofviij.s. an ell : you 
owe mony here befides,fir /ohn, for your diet, and by drinkings, 
and mony lent you,xxiiij, pound. 

Falf. He had his part of it.lef him pay. 

Hof. He/alas,he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fat. How/poore/lookevpon his face. What call you rich/ lc 
diem coyne his nofe, let them coyne his checkes,Iie not pay a de- 
nyer:what, will you make ayonker of me? fhall /not take mine 
eafein myne /nne, but I fhall haue my pocket piclct?I haue loft a 
fcale ring of my grandfathers, worth forcie marke. 

Hof O /efu ! /haue heard the Prince tell him, /know not how 
oft, that that ring was copper, 

Falf, Howfthe Prince is a /acke.a fneak-cup:Zbloud and he 
Were here,/ would cudgell him like a dog, if he would fay fo. 
Enter the Prince marching, and Fa/ftalffe meetes him 
flaying on hf truHcbion tike a fife, 

Falf. How now,lad ? is the winde in that doore Ifaith/xnuft we 
all march/ 

Bar, Yea.two, and two, Newgate fafhion, 

Hof. My Lord, I pray you hearc me. 
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fW», What faicfl: thou , miftris quickly ? how docih thyhuf, 
band?/loue him well, he is an honed man. 

FloB , Good my Lord heare me. 

Falf, Prcthce let her alone, and lift to me. 

*Prw: What fayft thou /acke? 

Falf. Theother night, /fell afleepe here, behind the Arras 
and had my pocket picktithis houfe is turn’d bawdy houfe , they • 
pickc pockets. 

frin. What didft thou lofe, /acke? 

Faff. Wilt thou belecue me, Half three or (cure bonds of for- 
ty pound a’piece, andafealeringof my grandfathers. 

frin, A trifle, foinc eight penny matter. 

Hof. So / told him, my Lord, and /f aid, / heard your grace 
fay fo :^and my Lord hec fpeakes moft vilely of you, like a foulq 
mouth d man, as he is, and faidhc would cudgell you. 

‘Prince What he did not? 

Hof. There’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in me elfe. 

Falf. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued prune, nor 
no more trueth in thee , thcr. in a drawnefbxe ; and for woman- 
hood , maid Marion may bee the deputies wife of the ward to 
thee. Go, you thing, go. 

Hof. S ay, what thiog, what thing? 

Falf. W hat thing ? why, a thing to thanke God on, 

Hof, 7am nothing to thanke God on, I would thou (houldft 
know it., I am an honeftmans wife , and Petting thy knighthood 
afide, thou art a knaue to call me fo. 

Falf. Setting thy womanhood afidc,thou art a heart to (ay o* 
therwife, 

Hof. Say, what beaft , thou knaue thou? 

Fa//l. What beaft?why,an Otter. 

Frin. An Otter, fir /ohn ? why an Otter? 

F, alfi. Why? flice s neither fiih nor fle(h , a man knowes not 
where to haue her, 

Hof. Thou art an vniuft man, in faying fo, thou or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knaue thou, 

Frin. Thou fayft true, Hofteffc, and he (launders thee moft 
groflely. 

Hof. So he doth you, my Lord, and (aid this other day, You 
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Henrie the fourth, 

ou2 ht him a thoufand pound, 

%rince Sirra, doe I oweyou a thoufand pound ? 

Talf- A thoufand pound, Hal ? a million : thy love is worth a 
llion : thou owe ft me thy loue. 

^ Hof . ' Nay, my Lord, hce cald pou Iacke , and faid hee would 

cudgell you. 

fjf. Did I, Bardoll? 

Bar. Indeed, fir /ohn, you faid lo, 

fat Yea, if he faid my ring was copper. 

Tri. 1 (ay,t’i$ copper.-dareft thou be as good as thy word now ? 
TaI[ Why, Hal? thou knoweft, as thou art but a man, / dare, 

but a/thou art Prince, I feare thee , as 1 feare the roaring of the 
Lyons whelpe. 

frin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

falf. Thekinghimfclfe, is to bee feared as the Lyon : doeft 
thou thinke ile feare thee, as / feare thy father? nay , and / doe, I 

pray God mv girdle breakc. 

frin. 0,if itfhould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees? 
but firra, there’s no roorae for faith, trueth , nor honeftie, in this 
bofome of thine. It is all fill’d vp with guttes, and midriffe. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ? why, thou 
horefon impudent imboft rafcall, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauerne reckonings, memorandums of bawdy hou- 
fes,andone poore peni worth of Sugar- candie to make thee long 
winded ; if thy pocket were inriciu with any other iniuries but 
thefe , I am a villaine ; and yet you will ftand to it, you will not 
pocket vp wrong: art thou not afiraraed? 

fal. Doeft thou heare, Hal? thou knowft in the ftate of inno- . 
cencie, Adam fell , & what fhould poore Iacke Falftalfc do in the 
daiesof vil!any?thoufecft, /haue morefleCh then another man, | 
Scthcrforc morefrailty.You confefte then you pickt my pocket. 
Frin, /t appeares fo by the ftoric. ‘ 

Fal, /oftefte, I forgiue thee, goe make ready breakefaft.loue 
thy husband, looke to thy feruants , chcrifh thy ghefts.thou (halt 
find mee tradable to any honeft reafon : thou feeft / am pacified 1 
Kill : nay, prethee be gone. Exit Hofejfe. 

Now, Hal ’ to the newes at Court for the robbery, lad? how is th as 
anfwered? 

frits. 
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Trl». 0,my fwcctbeoffe, I rnuft full be good angel tb die&i 
the money is paid bucke againfe. 

l : al. 6, l do not like that payingbackc, t’is a double labour ; 
Trui. ] am good friends with my father. & may do any dJjn* 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequcrthc firft thing thou doeft , 
doit with vnwafli’t hands too. 

Bur. Do, my Lord. 

Trm. 1 hauc procured thee , Iacke, a charge of foote. 

Fal. I would it had beene of horde. Where fiiall I findcont 
that can ft calc well?0,for a fine thiefe of the age of xxii.or there 
abouts-, I am hainoufly vnprouided. .Well, God bethankedfa 
thefe rebels , they offend none but the vertuous ; I laude them I 
prayfethen, Prin . Bardoll. Tar. My Lord. ’ 

Prin. Go, beare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

To my brother John, this, to my Lord of WeftmcrJand* 

Go, Pcto*to horfe/or thou and l 
Haucthirtic mrlcs to ride yet ere dinner time: 

Jacke, mectc me to morrow in the temple hall 
At two a clocke in thcafteinoone, 

T here (halt thou know thy charge, and there receiue 
Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy ftands on high, 

And either we'or they muff lower lie. 

Fal, Rare words, brauc world.Hoftcfle,my breakcfaft.come, 
Oh, 1 could Willi this Tauerne were my drum. Exeunt. 

Inter Hot jpur, Wercefter, anct Doug/ai. | 

Hot. Well faid, my noble Scot, if fpeaking trueth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery, 

Such attribution friould the Douglas hau e . 

As not a fouldier of thisfeafonsftampe. 

Should go fo generall currant through the world: 

By God, I cannot flatter, I defie 

The tongues of foothers, but a brauer place 

In my hearts loue hath no man then your felfe: 

Nay, taskc me to my word, approue me. Lord, . 

Douglas. T hou art the King of honour, V f 

N o man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, i 

But I will beard him. Enter one with letters. \ 




Uewy the fourth, 

Hot. Do fo, and fis well : What letters haft thou there ? I can 

hUt Mef k ihcCe letters come from yoiir father. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not himfelfe? 

Mef. He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous fickc . 

Hot. Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be ficke 
Infuchaiufthng time? who leads his power* 

Vndcr whole gouernment come they along ? 

Mef. His letters beares his mind, not 1 his mind. 

TVer. I prethee,tcll me, doth hejteepc his bed? 

Trtef. He did,my Lord, foure daies e'rc I fet forth. 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much feard by his Phifirions. 

tVor, I would the ftatc of time had firft bin whole, 

£ re he by ficknes had bin vifited : 

His health was neucr better worth then now. 

Hot. Sicke now,droope now, this ficknes doth infefi 
The very life- bloud of our enterprife, 

Tjs catching hither,eucn to ourcampe: 

He writes me here, that inward lickncffc. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne,nor did he thinke it meete, 

T o lay fo dangerous and dcare a truft 
On any fou!eremou’d,but on his owne, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement , 

That with our fmall coniuncfion,wc fhould on, 

T o fee how foi tune is difpos’d to vs: 

For, as he writes,thereis no quailing now, 

Becaufe the King is certainely pofleft 
Ofall our purpofes: what fay you to it? 

W»r. Your fathers fieknesisamaimetovs. 

Hot. A perilous gafli, a very limme lopt off, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemcs more, then we fiiall find it : were it good, 

»o fet the exadt wealth of all our ftates, 

A 11 at one caff / to fet fo rich a mainc, 

Jn the nice hazzard of one doubtfiill houre, 

5 were not good, for therein fhould we reade 
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The very botome and i" 

The very lift, the very ■ 

Of all our fortunes. 

Doug. Faith, and lo we I 
Where now remaines a fweetc i 
We may boldly fpend, vpon the hope,i 
A comfortofretirementliuesin this. 

Hot. A randeous.abometo flievnto, 

Ifthat the Diuell and mi'chance looke big 
Vpon the maiden- head of our affaires. 

tVor. But yet / would your father had 
The qualitie and haire of our atte.« r . 

Brookes no diuifion.it will be thought 
By fome,that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and roeere difliic 
Ofour proceedings, kept the Earle f 
And thinke,how fuchan apprehenfion 
May tumethe tide offearefull faction, 

And breedc a kinde of queftion in our caufe.* 
For, well you know, we of the offring fide, 
Muft keepe aloofe from ftrift arbitrement , 
And flop all fight- holes, euery loopc,from 
The eye of reafon may pric in vpon vs. 

This abfencc ofyour fathers drawes a emtaine. 
That (hewes the ignorant, a kinde offearc 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You ftraine toofar. 

7 rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

Jt lends aluftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize, 

Then if the Earle were heretfor men mui 
If we without his helpe can make a head 
To pufli againft a kingdome, with his 
We fhallor turneit,topfie turuy 
Yet all goes well, yet all our ioy: 

Doug. As heart can thinke, 

Spoke ofin Scotland, as thistearme offeare. 
£»ttr Sir %i. Vemott. 










yttnrj the fourth. 

Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule. 

fcr. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. 
ThcEarleofWeftraerland,feuen thoufand ftrong, 
h marching hitherwards, with Prince Iolin. 

Hot. No harmc,what more? 

Ver. And further /hauelearnd, 

The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth, v 

Or hitherwards intended fpedily, 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He (hall be welcome too: where is his fonne, 

The nimble footed madcap.Prince of Wales.? 

And his Cumradcs, that daft the world afidc, 

And bid it paftc.? 

Ver. All furniftit, all in Armes: 

All plumde like Eftridges,thatwith the winde 
Baited like Eagles hauing lately bath’d. 

Glittering in golden coates like images. 

As full offpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the funne atMidfomer, 

Wanton as youthfull goatcs,wildc as yong buls: 

I faw yong Harry with his beuer on, 

Hiscuthes on his thighs, gallantly armde. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury,’ 

And vaulted with filch cafe into his feat, 

As if an Angelldrcpt downefrom the clouds. 

To turneand wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horlemanlhip. 

Hot. No more,no more,worfe then the fun in March, 
This praife doth nourilh agues, let them come, 

They come like facrifices in their trim, 
Andtothefire-eydmaidoffmoky war, 

All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars fhall on his altars fit 
Vp to the cares in bloud. I am on fire 
I o hearc this rich reprizall is fo nigh, ' 

A"d yet not ours:Come,lct me take my horfc, 

Who is to bcare me like a thunderbolt, 
again ft the bofomc of the Prince of Wales, 
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Harry to Harry, fhall not horfc to horfc: 

Meete,and ne’re parr, till one drop downeacoarfei 
Oh, that Glcndower were come. 

Ver. There is more newes, 

I learnd in Worcefter, as I rode a long, 

He can drawe his powcuhis fourtcene daics. 

Doug. 1 hat's the vvorft tidmgs,that I heare ofit. 
or. I by my faith, th ;t beares a froftie found. 

Hot. What may the Kings whole battell reach vnto? 

Ver. To thirty thoufand. 

Hot. Forti? let. it be, 

.My father and Glcndower being both away, 

The powers of vs may feme fo great a day. 

Come let vs take a mufterfpeediiy, 

Doomes day is ncere, die all, die merily. 

Doug. T alke npt of dying,/ am out of fear e 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yearc. Exeunt, 

Ent er Falfa/ffe and Bardoll. 

Talf. Bardoll, get thee before to Couentry, fill me a bottle of 
fackc,our fouldiours fhall march through. Wee’le to Suttoncop. 
hill to night. r 

Bar. Will you giue me money, Captaine? 

Faf. Lay out, lay out. 

"Bar. This bottle makes an angell. 

Tal. And if it do, take it for thy labour, and if it make tweti, | 
ty, take them all , Ileanfwerethecoynage, bid my Liuctcnant 
Peto mcete me at Townes end. 

Bar. I will, Captaine, farewell. Exit. 

Tal. If I beafhamed ofroyfouldiers , /am a fowft gurnet,! 
haue mifufed the Kings prefle damnably . I haue got in ex • 
cnange of 1 50 fouldiers, 300. and odde pounds . I preffeme 
rone, but good houfholders, Yeomens (bnnes, inquire rue out 
contracted batchelers , fuch as had beene askt twice on the 
banes , fuch a commodity of warme flaues, as had as licue heart 
ttie Diuell as a drumme , fuch as feare the report ofa Caliutr, 
worfe then a ftrooke foule,or a hurt wild -du eke: /preft me nont, 
but fuch tofts and butter , with heartes in their bellies no bigg« 
then pins heads , and they haue bought out their feruiccs , and ^ 
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now my whole charge confifts of Ancients , Corporals , Lieu- 
tenants, gentlemen of companies, flaues as ragged as Lazarus in 
the painted cloth , where the gluttons dogs licked his fores : and 
fuen as indeede were neuer fouldiers, butdifearded ,vniuft fer- 
utn»men, yongerfonnes to yonger brothers, reuolted tapfters, 
anefo fliers tradefalne, the cankers of a calme world, and a long 
peace, ten times mere dishonourable ragged, then an old fazde 
ancient, and fuch haue I to fill vpthe roomes of them as haue 
bought out their feruices, that you would thmke, that /had a hun- 
dred and fiftie tottered prodigals, lately come from fwine-kee- 
pin°-,fiom eating draffe and huskes. A maddefellowmettemce 
on the way, and told me l had vnloadcd all the gibbets and preft 
the dead bodies. No eie hath feene fuch skar- crowes. lie not 
martch through Couentrie with them, that’s flatte: nay, and the 
villaines march wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyues on, 
for indeede,' /had the moft of them outof prifon, there’snota 
fhirte and a halfe in all my company, and the halfe fliirte is two 
napkins tack’t together , fand thrownc ouer the fhouldcrs like a 
Heralds coatc without fleeues, and the fhirte, to fay thetrueth, 
ftolne from my hoft at S* Albones, or the red nofe inkeeper of 
Dauintry, but that’s all one, thei’lefinde linnen enough on cuc- 
ry hedge. 

Inter the Prince , and the Lord of JVeflmerland. 

Pri». Ho w now, blowne lacked how now , quilt/ 

Fa!, What, Hal! how now, road wag ? what a diuel doft thou 
in Warwickcfhirc? My good L.of Weftmerland./cry you mer- 
cie, /thought your honour had already bene at Shrewesburic. 

Wef Faith, fir /ohn,t’is more then time that I were there, anc 
you too, but my powers arc there already: the king I can tell you, 
lookes for vs all, we muft away all night. 

Talf, T ut, neuer feare me, /am as vigilant as a Cat , to fteah 
Creame. 

Pm. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed , for thy theft hath al 
ready made thee butter : but tell me , Iacke, whofe fellowes an 
thefe that come after? 

Fa If. Mine, Hal ,mine, 

Prin. / did neuer fee fuch pitifull rafcals. 

Pdf Tut, tut, good inough to tofTe, foodefor powder, foot 
B “ = " = H * fi 1 
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for powder, thei’le fill a pit as well as better : tufh man , mortal! 
mcn,mortallmen. 

Weft. /, but,firIohn, me thinkes they are exceeding p oorc 
and bare : too beggarly. 

Fal. Faith , for their pouertie, I know not where they had that* 
and for their barenefle, /am fure they rrcuer learn ’t that of m e , 
Trt. No.ile be fworne.vnlcffe you call three fingers on the ribj 
baretbut firra, make hafte, Percy is already in the field. Exit, 
Falf. What, is the king incamp’t? 

Weft, tic is, fir Iohn, I feare we (hall ftay too long. 

Falft , Well, to the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a 
feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a kcene gueft. Exeunt 

Enter HotfpurJVorcefter , houglxsjmd Vernon, 

Hot. Wcc’le fight with him to night. > 

Wor. h may not be. 

Dougl. You giue him then aduantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hot. VVhy, fay you for lookeshe not for fu'pplyf 
ter. So do we. 

Hot, Hisiscertainc,ours is doubtfull. 

Wor. Good coofen be aduifdc, flir not to night. 

Ver, Do not, my Lord, 

T)oug. You doe not counfell well: 

Y ou fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no flander, Douglas, by my life. 

And I dare well mainraine it with my life; 
if well rcfpefled honor bid me on, 

/hold as little counfell with weake feare. 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day Hues : 

Let be feene to morrow in the battell, which of vs feares. 

Yea, or to night. Ver', Content. 

Hot. To night, fay /. 

Ver, Come, come,it may not be* 

I wonder much, being men of fuch great leadingasyouare, 
That you forefcc not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine horfe 
Of my ( COofcn Vernons are not yet come rp. 



Henry the fourth. 

Your Vncklc Worcefters horfes came but to day, 

And now their pride and mettall is afleepe, 

Tlv^ir courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a horfe is halfe the halfe of himfclfc. 

Hot So are the horfes of the enemie. 

In eenerall iourney bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

Wor. The number of the king excccdcth our: 

For Gods fake, coofen, ftay till all come in. 

The trumpet founds a parley. Enter fir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 

/f you vouchfafe me hearing, and refpeft. 

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt: and would to God 
- You were of our determination; 

Some of vs louc you well, and euen thofe fome 
Enuie your great deferuings and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our qualitie, 

But ftand againft vs like an enemie. 

Blunt: And God defend, but ftill I Ihould ftand fo> 

So long as out of limit and true rule 
You ftand againft anoynted Maieftie. 

But to my charge. The king hath fent to know 
Thcnatureof your grieues, and whereupon 
You coniure from thebreaftof ciuill peace. 

Such bold hoftilitie, teaching his du tious land 
Audacious crueltie. If that theking 
Haue any way your good deferts forgot. 

Which he confefleth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your grieues, and with all Ipecd, 

You (hall haue your defires with intcreft 
And pardon abfolute for your felfe, and theft 
Herein miffed by your fiiggeftion. 

Hot, T he king is kind : and well we know, the king 
Knowesatwhat time to promife, when to pay : 

My father, my vnckle, and my felfe, 

Did giuehim that fame royaltie he vveares, 

And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong, 

Sickc in the worldcs regard, wretched and low. 
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A poore vnminded outlaw fneaking home. 

My father gaue him welcome to the (bore: 

And when he heard him fwcare and vow to God, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaftcr, 

To fue his littery, and beg hii peace 

With tearesof innocencie, and tcarmes of zcale, 

My father in kind heart and pittic mou’d, 

Swore him afliftance, and perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barons of therealmc, 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did leaneto him, 
The more and leflfe came in with cap and knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on bridges, Rood in lanes. 

Laid giftes before him, proffer’d him their oathes, 
Gaue him their heites, as Pages followed him, 
Eucn at the heelcs, in golden multitudes. 

He prcfently, as greatnefle knowes itfelfe. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poore, 

V pon the naked fhore at Rauenfpurgh, 

And now forfooth takes on him to reforms 
Some certaine edi&s, and fame (freight decrees 
That lie tooheauieon the Common- wealth. 
Cries out vpon abufes, feetnes to weepe 
'O'uer his Countric wrongs, and by this face. 

This feeming brow of iuftice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he did angle for: 

.Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
.Of all the fauourites that the abfent king 
.In deputation left behind him here, 
jWhen he was perfonall in the 7ri(h warre, 

Bimt. t T ut, /came not to heare this, 

| Hot, Then to the point. 

In fliort time after, he depos’de the King, 
jSoone after that, depriu’d him of his life, 

'And in the neckc of that, task’t the whole (late: 
|T o make that wor ft; fuffred his kinfman March, 
|(Who is, if cuery owner were well plac’d, 
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Henry the fourth 

Indeedc his King)to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfomc to lie forfeited, 

Difgrac’t me in my happy viftories. 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated mine vnckle from the counicll boord. 

In rage difmifd my father from the Court, 

Broke othc on othc, committed wrong on wrong, 

And in conclufion, drone vs to feekedut 
This head offafetie, and withall to pric 
Into his title.thc which we find 
Too indireft for long continuance. 

‘Blunt Shall I returne this anfwere to the ICin»* > 

Hot. Not fo, fir Walter. Wee’le withdraw a while. 
Go to the King.and let there be impawnd 
Some furctie for a fafe returne againe, 

And in the morning early (hall my vnckle 
Bring him our purpofes,and Co farewell. 

Blunt 1 would you would accept of grace and !oue, 
Hot. And may be, lb we (hall. 

Blunt Pray God you do. 

Enter Archbijhop ofTorke y ancl (tr TrligheB. 
Arch. Hie, good fir Mighcll.bcare this fealed briefe 
With winged hade to the Lord Marlhall, 

This to my coofen Scroope,and all the reft 

To whom they are direffed. Ifyouknew 

How much they do import, you would make hafte. 

Sir M, My good Lord, I geffc their tenor. 

Arch. Like enough you do. 

To niorrow.good fir Mighell,is a day, 
Wherein,thefortuneof ten thoufand men 
Muft bide thetouch.Forfir,at Shrewsbury, 

Aslam truly giuen to vndcrftand, 

T he King with mighty and quickc raifed power, 
Meetes with Lord Harry: And I feare,fir Mighell, 
What with the ficknefte of Northumberland. 

Whofe power was iti the firft proportion. 

And what Owen Glendowers ab fence thence, 

W ho with them was a rated finew too, 
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And comes notin, ouer-rulde by prophecies* 

I feare, the power of Percy is too wcake. 

To wage an inftant trisll with the King. 

Sir HI. Why, my good Lord, you needc not feare. 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord ofWorcefter, and a head 
Of gallant warriours,noblc gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is, but yet the king hath drawnc 
' The fpeciall head of all the land together. 

1 The Prince ofWalcs, Lord IohnofLancafter, 

The noble We (Imerland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and deare men 
Ofeflimation,and command in armes. 

Sir Hi. Doubt not , my L. they (hall be well oppos’d 
Arch. I hope no leflc,yct,needfull t’is to fcatc, 

And to pveuent the woift, fir Mighell, fpeede: 

For if Lord Percy thriue not,e’re the king 
DifmilTe his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy, 

And, t’is but wifedome,to makeftrong again ft him? 
Therefore make haftc, I mud go write againc 
To other friends, and lo farewell, fir Mighell, Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Trince of W ales, Lord Iohn ofLancafter, Earle 
oftV rfhnerfand,Str Walter Blunt, and Faljlalffe. 

King. How bloudily the funne begins to peare, 

Aboue yon busky hill, the day Iookes pale 
At his diftemperaturc. 

SPrin. The Southercn wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And, by the hollow whiffling in the leauej, 

Foretels a tempeft and a bluftring day. 

King. T hen, with the lofers let it fimpathize, 

For nothing can fecmefbulc to thole that winne. 

The trumpet founds, EnterWorcejler. 

King. How now, my Lord ofWorcefter? t’is not well, 
That you and I fhould racctc vpon fuch tearmes 

— — — 
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As now vvemeete. Youhauedeceiu’dourtruft, 

And made vs doffeoureafie robes of peace, 

To cruflt our old limmesin vngentlc fteele: 

This is not well,my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againc vnknit 
This churlifii knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againc, 

Where you did giue a faireand naturall light, 

And be no more an exhald meteor, 

A prodigieoffeare,and a portent 
Of broched mifehiete to the vnborne times? 

Wor, Hcare mc,my Liege: 

For mine owne part, I could be well content, 

To entertaine the lag end of my life 
With quicthoures.Forl proteft, 

/hauenot fought the day of this diflike. 

King You hauc not fought it : how comes it then? 
Eal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 



Prin. Peace.chcwet, peace 
r. It pleas’d your Ma 
Offauour,from my: 



Wor. 



/our Maieftic to turne your lookes 
ly fclfefand all our houfe. 

And yet/muff remember you, my Lord: 

W e were the firff and deareft of your friends, 

For you myftaffe of office did I breake 
In Richards time, and poft ed day and night 
To meetc you on the way, and kifle your hand. 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo ftrongand fortunate as /. 

It was my felfe,tny brother and his (bene, 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the time. Y ou fwore to vs, 

And you did fweare that othe at Dancaftcr, 

That you did nothing purpofe gainft the ftate. 

Nor claimc no further , then your new falne right, 
he Late of Gaunt, Dukcdomeof Lancaftcr: 
o this, we fwore our aid:but in fhort (pace 
ttaind downe fortune fhowring on your head, 
ndfuchafloud of gtcatncfle fell on you, 




The Hi ft or ie of 

What with our helpe,what with the absent King, 

What with the injuries of a wanton time. 

The feeining fufferanccs that you had borne. 

And the contrarious winds that held the king 
So long in his vnluckie lrifh wars, 

That all in England did repute him dead: 

And from this fwarme of fail e aduantages, 

You tcokc occafion to be quickly wooed 
T*gi ipe the generall fway into your hand. 

Forgot your othe to vs at Dancaftcr, 

And being fed by vs, you vs’d vsfo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowcs bird 
Vfeth the fparrovv, did oppreflcour ncaft, 

Grew by our feeding to fo great a bulke, 

That euen our louc durft not come neere your fight, 
Forfeareof fwa'Iowiugibut with nimble wing 
We were enforc’t for fafetie fake, to flic 
Out of your fight, and raife this prefent head. 

Whereby we (land oppofed by fuch rocanes, 

As you your felfc haue forg'd againft your felfe 
By vnkind vfagc,dangerous countenance. 

And violation ofall faith and troth 
Sworne to vs in your yonger entei prize. 

King. Thcfe things indeede you haue articulate. 
Proclaimed ar market Cioflcs, read in Churches, 

T o face the garment of rebellion, 

With fome fine colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings and poore difeonten ts, 

Which gape and rub the elbow at the newes 
Of hurly burly innouation. 

And neucryct did infurteft ion want 
Such water colours, to impaint his caufe. 

Nor moody beggars, (laruing for a time* . ‘ 

Ofpell melt hauockeand confufion. 

Trm. J n both your armies there is many a foule. 

Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 

/fonce they ioyne in tryall,tell your nephew, 

ThePrincc of Wales deth ioync with all the world 

- 
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Inpraifeof Henry Percy, by my hope,, 

This prefent enterpnfc fet of his head, 

T doe not thinkc a brauer Gentleman, 

More afliue, more valiant , or more valiant yong, 

More daring, or more bold is now aliuc, 

To grace this latter age with noble deedes : 

For my part, I may fpeakeit to my fhame, 

I haue a trewant been to chiualric, 

And fo I heare, he doth account me too; 

Yet this before my fathers Maicftie, 

I am content that he (hall take the oddes 
Of his great name and eftimation. 

And will, to faue the blood on ey ther fide. 

Try fortune with him, in finglc fight. 

Kin. And Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee, 

Albeit, confiderations infinite 

Do make againft it : No good Worcefter, no: 

Wcloue our people well, eucn thofc we loue. 

That are unified vpon your coofcns part, 

And will they take the offer of our Grace, 

Both he, and they and you, yea euery man 
Shall be my friend againc,and ile be his. 

So tell your coofen, and bring me word 
What he will doe. But if he will not yccld. 

Rebuke and dread corre&ion wait on vs. 

And they (hall doe their office. So be gone: 

We will not now be troubled with replie, 

We offer faire, take it aduifedly. Exit Worcefier. 

Prin. It will not be accepted on my life. 

The Douglas and the Hotfpurboth together. 

Are confident againft the world in arnaes. 

Kmg. Hence therefore, euery leader to his charge, 

For on their anfwere will we fct on them, 

And God befriend vs, as our caufe is iuft. Exeunt : nutrient 

Pa(. Hal, if thou fee me downe in the battell Trin.Fulft, 
And beftride me, (o,f is apoynt of fricndfhip. 

Pm. Nothing but a ColofTus can doe thee that friendftiip. 
Say thy prayers, and farewell. 










] 
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fair. / would it were bed time, Hi\, and all well. 

Trin. Why? thou oweft God a death. 

Falf. T’isnot due yet , /would be loath to pay him before Jiii 
day : what neede /bee fb forward with him that cals not on niec? 
Well.t’isno matter, honor pricks me on .-yea, but how if honor 
pricke me off when 1 comcon ? faow tben?can honor fet to a leei 
; no: oran arme/no:ortakeaway thegriefcof a wound ? no:ho- 
‘ nor hath no skill in furgery then/ no : W hat is honour/ a worde: 
; wh’4 is in that word honor/what is that honour/aire : a trim rec- 
] koning. Whohathit/hc thatdyedaWcdncfday: doth he fcele 
. it / no : doth he heare it/no 1 1 'is irsfenfible then?yea:to the dead: 
J but will it not line with the liuing / no : why/ detraction will not 
fuffer it , therefore ilc none of it, honour is a meere skutchion, 
and fo ends my Carechifmr. Exit. 

Enter JVorceftcr and fir l\tchardVcrnon. 

TVer. Ono, my nephew muft not know, fir Richard, 

‘ The liberal! kind offer of tbc king. 

■ Ver. T’wcrcbcftbedid. 

\ W or. Then are we all vnder one. 

7 t is not poffible : it cannot be, 

; The king flrouldkecpe bis word inlouingvs, 

■ H<rwill fufpeCt vs (till, and finde a time 
T o punifh this offence in other faultcs, 

1 Suppofition,all our liucs, (hall be ftuckefull of eyes, 

J For treafon is but trufted like the Foxe, 

, Who neuer fo tame, fo chcrifht and loek t vp, 

Will hauc a wild trickc of his anceficrs : 

J Lookc how we can, or fad or merrily; 

} Interpretation will mifquotc our lookes. 

And we fhall feede like oxen at a flail, 

? The better cherifht, frill thenecrer death. 

My nephewes trcfpaffc may be well forgot, 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heat of blood, 

J And an adopted name of priuilcdge, 

!' A hair-braind Hotfpur gouerned by a fplccnc: 

'j Allhis offences liuevpon my head 
1 And on his fathers, W e did traine him on, 

And bis cornsptionbcing tane from vs. 



M 



Henrie the fourth. 

We as the feting of all, fhall pay for all: 

Therefore good coofen, let not Harry know, 

In any cafe the offer of the king. Enter Hotfimr. 

* Ve, Deliuer what you wil,i!e fay f is fo. Here conies your coofen. 
Hot, My vncklc is return’d. 

Peliucr vp my Lord of W eftmcrland, 

Vncklc, what newes. 

jy t r. T he King will bid you battell prefently. 

Dour. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmcrland. 

Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him fo. 

Dottf. Marry and (hall, and very willingly. Exit Doug. 

Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wor, 1 told him gently of our gt ieuances, 

Of his oath-breaking, which he mended thus. 

By now forfwearing that he is forfworne, 

He calls vs rebels, traitors, and will feourge 
With hawtie armes, this hatefull name in vs. Enter Though 

Doug, Arme, gentlemen, to armes:for I hauc thrownc 
A braue defiance in king Henries teeth, 

And Weftmetland that was ingag’d did bearc it, 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. 

JVor. The Prince of Wales fTcpt forth before the king. 

And, nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads, 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth:tell me, tell me, 

How fhewd his talking / feemd it in contempt/ 

Ver. No, by my foule, 1 neuer in my life 
Did heare a challenge vrg’d mere modeftly, 

V nlefTe a brother fhould a brother dare 
T o gentle cxercifc and proofe of Armes. 

He gaueyou all the duties of a man, 

Trim’d vp your prayfes with a Princely tongue. 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his praife. 

By ftill difpraifing praife, valued with you: 

And which became him like a Prince indeed. 
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The Eiftorieef 
He made a blufhing citall of himfclfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As if hemaftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftamly: 

There did he pauft jbut let rile tell the world, 

If he outliue theenuieof this day, 

England didneuerowe fit fweeteahope. 

So much mifeonftrued in his wantonnefTe. 
hoi. Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
| On his follies : neucr did I heare 

! • Of any Prince fo wild alibertic: 

• But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

1 will imbrace him with a fouldierj arme, 

I That he ill all ftirinke vnder my courteGc. 

, Arme, arme with fpecd, and fellowes, fouldiers, ft iendes, A 
Better conGder what you haue to doe. 

That I that haue not well the gift of tongue 
j Can lift your blood vp with perfwaGon. Enter a me fenger. 

Irlef. My Lord, here arc letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort: 

. Tofpend that fhortnes bafely, were too long, 

’ If life did ride vpon a dials point, 

I Still ending atthc airmail of an hom e, 

< And if weliue, we liue to tread on kings, 

• If die, braue death, when princes die with vs, 

• Now for our confcicnces, the armes are faire, 

. ] When tile intent of bearing them is iuft, Enter Another. 

1 Mef. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace, 

1 Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

^ For I profefle not talking, onely this, 

Let each man doc his beft : and here draw I a fword, 

Whofc temper I intend to ftaine 
] With the beft blood that I can meet withal!, 

,1 In the aduenture of this peiillous day. 

[ Now efperancc Percy, and fet on, 

.. Sound all theloftie inftruments of war, 

1 u And by that muficke let vs all embrace, 



.Jury the fourth, 

p r hearten to earth, fomc of vs neuer ftial! 

A fecond time do fufh a courtefie. 

Eero they embrace , the trumpets found, the King enters with his 
power , alar me to the butt ell, then enter Douglas, and Sir Wal- 
ter "Blunt . 

Blunt What is thy namc,thatinbattcll thus thou crofted me? 
What honour doft thoufeeke vpon my head? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And 1 do haunt thee in the batfcll thus, 

Becaufc fome tell me that thou art a King. 

Blunt They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dearc to day hath bought 
Thy likenefle/or in dead of thee, King Harry, 

Thisfword hath ended him,fo /hall it thee, 

Vnlefle thou yeclde thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt I was not bornea yeelder, thou proud Scot: 

And thou (halt find a king that willreuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Douglas hils Blunt, then enter Hotfpur. 

Hot. O Douglas,hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot, 

Doug, Als done,als won.-herc breathles lyes the king. 

Hot, Where? Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, DouglasJno,r know this face full well, 

Agallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Semblably furmfht like the king himfilfe. 

"Doug. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell rae.that thou wert a king? 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coates. 

Doug. Now bymy fword, L will kill all his coates-' 
lie murther all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill / meete the King. Hot. V p,and away, 

Ourfouldiours ftand full fairely for the day. 

Alar me, "Enter Falfiatffe folut. 

» Though I could fcape fhot-free at London , I feare the 

f w 1 herc $ n ° ^ co ™§ but vpon the pate. Soft, who.are you? 
it W alter Blunt, ther’s honor for you, here’s no vanity : lamas 
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hot as molten lead, and as heauy too : God keepelead outoftn e 
1 neede no more weight then mine ovvnc bowels . I haue led mv 
ragofiVlufHns where they are pepperd : there's not three oftnv 
1 50 . left aliue, and they arc for the townes end , to beg durin* 
life:but who comes here? Enter the Trince a , 

Prin, Whatjftandft thou idle here? lend me thy fworcfr * 

Many a noble man lies ftarke and ftilfe, 

Vnderthe hoouesofvauritltJg enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreueng’d . I prethcc lend me thy (word 
Pal, O Hah I precheegiue me lease to breathea while : Turks 
Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day 
/haue paid Percy, I haue made him hire, ' 

Erin He is indeed, and lining to kill thee, 

1 prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fa/, Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be aliue, thou ret ft not 
my fword, but take my pi IToll if thou wilt, 

Erin. Giue it mc:whap is it in the cafe ? 

Fal, 1 Hal.t’is hot,t’is hot, there’s that will fa eke a Citie. 

The Prince drawer it out , and finds ttto be a bottle of facke. 

Erin. What? is it a time to read and dally novv. ? ' 

He throwes the bottle at him, ' j; x j t . 

Td. Well, if Percy be aliue, /lepiercehim , if hedocorocin 
my way: fo, ifhedonot.if /comeinhis willingly let him make a 
Carbonado of me, I like not filch grinning honour as fir Walter 
nath. giue me life, which if 1 can faue,fcj;ifnot, honour conics vn- 
lookt for, and there’s an end. 
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Alar me, e xc ur films , Enter the King,t he Trince. Lord John 
of Lane after, and Earle of, Weftmerlmd. 

King. Iprethee Harry, withdraw thyfclfc, thou bleedcft too 
much, Lora /ohn of Lancaft er, go you with him. 

T.Iohn. Not I ,tny Lord, vnleffe I did blcede too. 

Prin. Ibefcech your Maieffie make vp, 

Leaf} your retirement do amaze yourfriends, (tent'. 

King /will do fo ; my Lord of Wcflmerland, lead him to bis 
lEeJi. Gome, my Lord,lie lead you to your tent. 

Erin, Lead me, nay Lord?/ do not neede your hclpe, 

And God forbid a /hallow feratch fhould dike 
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The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftain’d nobililie lies troden on, 

And rebels arm es tiiumph in mafTacrcs. 

/oh. We breathe too long, conic, coofcn Wefimerland, 
Ourdueiie this way lies : For Gods fake come. 

frin- By God, thou haft decern’d me, Lancafter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of furh a fpirit: 

Before, 1 lou’d thee as a brorher, Iohn, 

Butnow, I doe relpefl thee as my foule. 

Kino. I faw him hold Lord Percy at thepoynf. 

With luftier maintenance, then / did lookefor 
Of fuch an vngrowne warrior. 

7 >rin. O, this boy lends mettall to v: all. Exit. 

Tiottg. Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas, fatall to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeit} the perfon of a king? 

Kin. The king himfelfe, who Douglas grieuesat heart. 

So many of his ihndowes thou haft met 
And not the very king: I haue two boyes 
SeckePercieand thy felfc about the field, 

But feeing thou fal’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will aflay thee, and defend thy felfc. 

Doug. I feare thou art another connterfet, 

And yet, in faith, thou bcareft thee like a king. 

But mine, /am furc, thou art, who cr’e thou be: 

And thus /winne thee. 

They fight, the King being in danger, Enter Prince of Wales, 
Erin. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Of valiant Shcrly, Stafford, Blunt, arc in my armes: 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

VVI10 neuer promifeth, but he meanes to pay. 

They fight, Douglas flieth, 

Uicerely my Lord, how fares your grace? 
oir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent, 
ndfo hath Cliftonhlc to Clifton ftraight, 

Stay, and breathe a while: 
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Thou hart redeemed thy loft opinion, 

And fhew’d thou makeft fume tender of my life. 

In this fiirc refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prin. O God, they did me too much iniuric, 

Thateuer faid, I harkened for your death. 

If it were fo, /might hauc let alone 
The infoltinghand of Douglas oucryou, 

Which would haue bene as fpcedy in your end. 

As all thepoifonous potions in the world, 

Andfau’dthe trecherous labour of your fonne. 

King. Make vp to Clifton, 11c to S. Nicholas Gawfey. Exit Ki. 
Enter Hotjpur . 

hot. lflmiftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Prin, Thou fpeakft.as if I would deny my name, 
hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Trin. Why, then I fee a very valiant rebell of thatnamcj 
I am the Prince of Walcs,and thinke not.Pcrcv, 

To ftiarc with me in glory any more: 

Two ftars keepc not their motion in one fpherc. 

Nor can one England brookea double raigne 
OfHarry Percy, and the Prince ofWales. 

Hot. Now,rtiall it, Harry? for the houre is come, 

T o end the one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in armes, were now as great as mine. 

‘Erin, J\c make it greater, e’re I part from xhee. 

And all the bu ddmg honours on thy creft, 

He crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight: Enter Falflaiffe. 

Tal, Well laid, Hal, to it, Hal . Nayyou Hull find no hoyes 
play here.1 can tef! you. 



:.J 



Enter Ttoug/tojoe (jgbteth with Fafffaljfejhe fols 
downs to if he were deadjthe Prince 
kfitetb Percy. 

.! hot. Oh Harry, thou hart rob’d me ofmy youth, 

I /better brooke the loflc of brittle life, 
t Then thofe proud titles thou haft won ofmc, 
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wound my thoughts, worfe then thyfword my flerti: 

But thought’s the flauc of life, and life times foolc, 

And titnc'that takes furuay of all the world, 

Mud haue a (top. O, I could propbccie, 

But that the earth and cold hand of death 
Li e s on my tongue : no Percy, thou art duft 

^frin. For wormes , braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 
/II wcau’d ambition, how much art thou thruncke? 

When that this body did containea fpirit, 

A kingdotne for it was too fmall a bound, 

But now two paces of the vileft earth 

Is roome inough : this earth that beares the dead, 

Beares not aliue fo ftout a gentleman. 

Jf thou wertlcnfible of curtefie, 

I ihould not make fo great a Are w of zeale: 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe lie thanke my fclfe. 

Fordoing thefe faire rites of tendernefle. 

Adiew, and take thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in thegrauc, 

Butnot remembredin thy Epitaph, 

He fpieth Falftalffie on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance! could not all this flerti 
Keepe in a little life .? poorc lacke, farewell, 

I Could haue better fpar’d a better man. 

0, 1 Ihould haue a heauy mifTe of thee. 

If I were much in lou: with vanitie: 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray. 

/nbowel d will I fee thee by and by. 

Till then, m blood by noble Percy lie. Exit. 

' . _ L ( P alflalffe rifeth vp. 

*1- Inbowel’d? if thou inbowell me to day , ile giue you leaue 
to powder mee and eatc me too to' morrow- Zblood , t’was time 
o cou „erfct , or that hot termagant Scot had paid mee (cot and 
00 ‘ _ ou ’ ltcr f , t ? I lie , I am no counterfet : to die is to be a 
1 Umcrtct > for hee is but the counterfet of a man, who hath not 
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the life of a man : but to counterfet dying when a man thect, 
Jiueth is to be no counterfet, but the true and perfeft im^ 
hfe indeed. 1 he better, part of valour is difcretion,in the vvhii 
better part I haue faued my life. Zounds l am afraid of this 
powder Percy, though he be dead’.- how if he fliould counSi 
too and nfe. by my faith, 1 am afraid he would prone ££S 
coiinterfetJthereforcilemakchimfure, yea, and ile fwearelfau 
him. Why may nothe liftaftt ell as I ? nothing confutes me I 
eyes , and no body fees me: therefore firra, with a new wound!, i 
your thigh, come you along wit!) rue. 

He tA k es V P on his backe&iter Prince and 

Iohn of Larger. 

Priu. Come, brother John, full brauely haft thou flefiiV 
1 hy niayden fword. 

Iohn. But (oft, whom haue we here? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

Prtn. 1 did, I favV him dead, 

Breathlefle and bleeding on the ground. Art thou aliue? 

Ur is it fantalic that playes vpon onr eie- fioht? 

I prethee fpeake, we will not trufl our eies 
Wnhout our cares, thou art not what thou feetn'fh 

I a/ft No thaf s certaine , /am not a double mambutif lb‘.c 
not tacke Palftalffe, then am lalacke: there is Percie.if vour 
hither will doe mee any honour, fo .- if not. let him kill the next 

Percy hirnfclfe : I loo.ee to be either Eaile or DukeT/ can allure 
you, 3 “ 

t^Ia’ , P myl kyd m >’ ^.andfawtheedead. . $ 

. L idft thou ? I ord, Lord, how this world is giuen tolv- 
jng-f grant you, i w&sdowne,and out of breath, and fo was lice, 
btH wee rofc both at an m Bant , and fought a long hourefcy 
, lre ^' c; >bui ic clocke, if / may be beleeued, fo : if not, let them 
t lac mould rewarde valour , benre the finne vpon their ovvne 
i i ta ^ C lf v P or * Oiy death, /gaue him this wound in the 
thigh .-if the man were ahue.and would denie it, Zounds I would 
make him eate a piece of my fword. 

Iohn • I h»js. Grange ft tale, thai.cuer I heard. 

Prin i his is the ftraogeft fellow, brother /ohn. 

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your backc. 




Henry the fourth. 

for my part, if nlic may doe thee grace, 
lie o-mldit with the happicft termesl haue. 
f ° A retraite is founded. 

<j>m. The Trumpet founds retrait, the day is ours. 

CoII1 e, brother, let vs to the higheft of the field, 

To fsewhat friends are liuing, who are dead. Exeunt. 

f .</, Ile follow , as they fay , for reward, Hee that rewards me, 
God reward him. If /doe growe great, ile groweleftc, for ile 
and leaue Sacke , and hue deancly as a noble man fhoitkl 

doe! V Sxit ' 

The Trumpets found, Enter the Kino , Prince of Wales , Lords 
Iohn of Lenc after r Earle of Weftmer land, with Worcefter , and 
Vernon , prtfoners. 

Kino. Thus euer did rebellion finde rebuke. 

Jllfpinced Worcefter, did not vve fend grace. 

Pardon, and termes of loue to all of you? 

And wouldft thou tui ne our offers contrary, 

Mifufethe tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Three knights vp« our partie flaine to day,. 

‘A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe. 

Had been aliue this houre, 

If like a C hnftyn thou hadft truely borne 
Betwixt out arinies true intelligence. 

Wor. W hat 7 haue done, my fafetie vrg’d me to: 

And /imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be auoyded, it falson me. 

King Beare Worce fter to the death , and V ernon too: 

Othe,r offenders we will paufe vpon. 

How goes the field.? 

fm. The nobleScot, Lord Douglas, whenfccfajw 
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him. 

The noble Percy flaine, and all his men 
Vpon the foote of feare, fled with the reft: 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz’d, 

That the puvfuers tooke him. At my tent 
he 'Douglas is : and /befeech your grace 

Imaydifpofeofhira. 
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The Hist arte of 

King. With all my heart. 

Trin. T hen brother, Iohn of Lancafter, 

To you this honourable bounty fhall belong, 

Go to the Douglas , and deluier him 
Vp to his pleafurc.ranfomlctTc and free: 

His valours thew’n vpon our Crefts to day, 

Haue taught vs how to cher^ tuck high deeds, : % 
Euen in the bofome of our aduerfaries, 

\ahn. I thanke your Grace fqj this high curtefic, , 
Which I fhall giue away utuncdiatly. sf 

King. Then this remawies, that we diuide our power, 
You tonne 7ohn,and my coofen Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke fhall bend, you with yourdecrcftfpeed 
To meet Northumberland and the Prelate Scroopc, 
Who, as we heare, are bufilyinarmes: 

My felfe, and you, forine Harry, will towardcs Wales/ 

T o fight with Glcndawer and the Earle of March. 
Rebellion in this land fhall lofe his fway, 

Meeting thechccke of fuch another day. 

And fince this bunnefTefofaireis done. 

Let vs not lcaue till all our owne be won. Exeunt. 
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